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PREFACE. 



It is remarkable, that previous to the re- 
searches of Faber, Gilly, Jones, Acland, and 
others, the Protestants of the Alps of Dauphiny 
and Piedmont — ^those interesting links which 
connect the primitive with the reformed 
church, were known among us little more 
than by name. 

The object of the following narrative will 
be suflBciently attained, if it contribute, in any 
degree, to awaken an additional interest in 
behalf of that extraordinary race — whose de- 
scendants continue at this day, living wit- 
nesses for the truth in the midst of papal 
darkness — " beloved," not less for their own, 
than " for their fathers' sakes." 

The story is intended to give an outline of 
the most remarkable of those dreadful perse- 
cutions, that have so often desolated their 
valleys, and which issued in one of the most 
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brilliant triumphs of heroism on record * 
Though strictly historical, fictitious charac- 
ters and events have been occasionally intro- 
duced, in order to give continuity to the 
narrative, as well as to afford scope for a 
fuller elucidation of the distinguishing virtues 
of the Vaudois character. 

The Appendix consists of Notes illustrative 
of some of the statements contained in the 
preceding pages, with a short sketch of the 
present condition of the Waldensian church. 

* See Appendix, note A. 
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CHAPTER I. 



Avenge, Lord, thy slaughtered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold : 
Ev'n them, who kept thy truth so pure of old, 
When all our fathers worshipped stocks and stones, 
Forget not ; in thy book record their groans, 
Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese, that roll'd 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 
Tlie vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To heaven. Their martyr*d blood and ashes sow 
O'er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 
The triple tyrant ; that from these may grow 
An hundred others, who having learnt thy way, 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe ! 

Milton. 



In the recesses of the great chain of mountains, 
which form the barrier between France and Italy, 
are situated the three secluded valleys of Lucerna, 
Perosa, and St Martino, which for ages have sig- 
nalized themselves in their struggles for religious 
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freedom. Truth, when banished from the altars 
of the church, the halls of learning, and the pa- 
laces of kings, found a safe asylum among these 
alpine solitudes; and their inhabitants, a i^mple 
race of peasants, nobly struggled for a thousand 
years, against the corruptions of papal Rome, 
while the rest of Europe lay prostrate at her feet. 
But the annals of the persecuted Vaudois are writ- 
ten in blood, and the statute-book of the house of 
Savoy is darkened with sanguinary edicts against 
this innocent people. Age after age witnessed the 
flames of persecution raging in their peaceful val- 
leys — ^laying their hamlets in ashes, and condemn- 
ing the inhabitants, amid the rigours of winter, to 
wander among their fastnesses, with often no home 
but the cavern, no pillow but the sod, no prospect 
of any relief from their sufferings, but the grave I 
The homes of the Waldenses are emphatically 
classic ground. Every mountain and valley, every 
rock and cave, has some tale to tell, of daring 
deeds and noble achievements, which, while a thou- 
sand exploits of heroic valour, far less worthy of 
celebrity, have been immortalized in poetry, or 
sculptured in marble, are all that remain to per- 
t)etuate the Christian patriotism of men, " of 
whom the world was not worthy." Greece had 
but her one Thermopylae — the valleys of Clusone 
and St Martino have their hundred 



Apart from these moral and religious 8 
tions, UiG valleys themselves possess a combination 
of scenery of eurpa«sing grandeur. The sublime 
and beautiful in nature, seem to have their living 
archetypes in the favoured spot which diiine pro- 
vidence selected for depositing the precious seed, 
which was afterwards to have for its field "the 
worid," Alps piled on Alps in majestic confu- 
tton, their suiiiniits resting amid the clouds, and 
mantled in eternal snows, seem as if purposely 
thrown us a rampart of defence around this asy- 
lum of truth ; while the valleys beneath, are so 
many little store-houses, into wliich nature has 
poured, with lavish profusion, her most exuberant 
bounties; and whose uiuivalled lovehnesa at the 
present hour, may satisfy the passing traveller, that 
tliey need not tlie pen of i-omauce to add enchant- 
ment to their living wonders. He may find a 
sterner magnificence, u more awful grandour. in the 
mountain passes overhung by the frowning peaks 
of the Ungfrau or the Wetterhorn; or in gaz- 
ing on the icy solitudes of Mont Blanc, with its 
throne of glaciers, and curtain of tempests; but 
to witness the rare combination of sublimity and 
beauty — to see nature, at one glance, in her smiles 
and in her frowns — in her sternest and in her eoft^ 
est colouring — let him place himself in the centre 
of Lucema, with its waving fields, and smiling 
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hamlets, and sylvan wonders at his feet, and the co- 
lossal amphitheatre of Alps bounding the horizon. 
Previous to the year 1686, the tyrannical edicts 
of the house of Savoy, had been for some time sus- 
pended. The sword of persecution was sheathed, 
and the Vaudois hailed with joy the temporary re- 
spite from their sufferings. Each was once more 
I>ermitted to worship in peace, "under his own 
vine and his own fig-tree ;^^ and all seemed to be- 
token that this tranquillity was to be permanent. 
The reigning sovereign. Amadous, though the slave 
of bigotry, and the blind devotee of Rome, was 
not unmindful of the loyal obedience of his ^Val- 
densian subjects. They had been taught from 
their cradles, that to honour the king, was the 
duty which, in their creed, stood second only to 
fearing God ; and although a crowd of confessors 
thronged the palace of Turin, to whom nothing 
would have been more congenial than the extirpa- 
tion of the hated race ; yet their innocent lives, 
and uncomipted morals, could afford nothing for 
the tongue of slander to whisper against them. 

But the darkest cloud is often preceded by a 
bright sunshine. This season of peace was the 
precursor of a fiercer tempest, than had ever yet 
desolated their valleys. Once more, their parental 
roofs were to be laid in ashes, and themselves and 
famiUes expelled from their homes. A new adver- 
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sary opppared on the field, jintl laid a dead 11 or train 
for their destruction. Louis XIV. of FruJice, tlie 
Boourge and despot of his country and age, tramp- 
ling on the moat sacred and inviolable obligation», 
revoked the edict of Nantes, which had granted a 
free liberty to Protestants, to worship God accorfl- 
ing to their consoiences. Ho scoured the valleys 
of Dauphiny — penetrated into thoao fastnoeai^s in 
the south-east of his dominions, wliich for ages had 
been the homes of his Protestant subjects, laid 
their peaceful villagos in ruins, and purpled th« 
mountain streams with their blood. The perae- 
outed mountaineers sought a refuge among tho val- 
leys of the Vaudois ; but tho tyrant, not satisfied 
"ivith banishing them from his own frontiers, do- 
inande<l of the Duke of Savoy to execute the same 
work of extirpation in thevallcysof Piedmont, as had 
been effected in those of Queyraa and Fressini^re. 
The young monarch expressed his unwillingness to 
unsheath the awonl against a portion of his eub- 
ject»> who, although hostile in tlieir faitli, were yet 
devoted in their allegiance. But Louis was re- 
solved, at iiU hazards, on the execution of tho tra^ 
gedy. By means of his envoy, he made tlie Duke 
aware, that in the eveut of hia refusal, he was him- 
self ready to march at tho head of 11,000 men, to 
wreak his vengeance on tho heretics. Amadeus 
saw that there was no alternative but to obey. 
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Orders were given to prepare fur the bloody cam-'fl 
paign ; and, burning w ith revenge at the recolleft-'Jf 
tion of former etruggles, the flower of the Sardini- ' 
an chivalry marched to the field of oonteBt, deter- ^ 
mined, by one desperate effort, to wipe out the'^ 
Ktain which the bravery of these mountaineers hud's 
affixed, in fonner times, on the standards of Savoy." 

It is to this sanguinary episode in their histoiy, ' 
that our narrative refers. 

On the evening of the 19th of April 1686, the'', 
Vaudois received the intelligence, that in two days*^ 
they should have to choose between the atterna-'l 
tives, of submission to the Pope, or death, The'3 
dismal tidings came like a thunderbolt upon the'T 
peaceful peasontrj-. Their first impulse was a'll 
rush to arms. They retreate<l, with their wives' ^ 
and families, to their mountain fastnesses. Every 
cavern became a fortress — every rock a battle-^ 
ment; and for two days the bravest legions of Sa-^I 
voy trembled beneath a handful of cottage patri-'a 
ots. But at length, overpowered by numbers, they"* 
found themselves forced to resign the unequal Ci 
test ; and on the stipulation that they should beM 
allowed to evacuate their valleys in safety, theyN 
laid down their swords at the feet of the invaders. ' 
But they dearly paid for this act of submission.' 
Their homes and sanctuaries were converted into' I 
dungeons, into which fourteen thousand innooent^'J 
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captives were hurried, loaded witli cliains — their 
only companions, darkness, f ami no, torture, crime! 
The pen recoils from the task of recounting cruel- 
ties, too harrowing for tongue to tell — too horrible 
to be dragged to the light of day ! The blood 
runs cold at the tale of innocent babes torn from 
the maternal breaat, scalped before their parents' 
eyes, and their brains thrown into tho trough aa 
food for tile dog : of burning pincers in tho hands 
of the brutal soldierj', tearing the flesh, and pier- 
cing the viUils of the sufferers ; boiling caldrons, 
the rack, and the wheel ; flaming fjiggots ; oil 
poured on the burning flesh, to prevent it roast- 
ing, 80 as to protract tlie agony ; beds of straw in , 
pestilential dungeons swarming with vermin, and 
in tho boat of summer engendering loathsome dis- 
eases, which terminated in a slow, yet welcome 
death ! After languishing for six months amid 
such BufTorings. three thousand wretched survivon 
were all who remivined to experience the sad cle- 
mency of exile from thiiir native homes ; and of 
these, alas! many perished, unpitied aud unknown, 
among the dreary Alpine solitudes through which 
they were doomed to wander. 

It was on the 17th of Octoln'r that the exiles 
set out on their journey. Early in tho morning, 
little groups were seen wending their way up such 
of the narrow glons and rooky steeps as appeared 
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to be attended nith least pi^il and fatigue. EvcRi 
in this, one of the darkest hours of their IiistoiyJ 
Heaven seemed to cast a propitious smile on the 
outoastB. The sun rose in unclouded eplcndour- 
his beams gilding the whole range of Alps and 
Appenines, as with burnished gold. Many w< 
the fond and lingering looks which these pioua 
mountaineers cast behind them, on the scenes of 
loveliness they were about to leave, and which 
seemed to be endeared to them a thousand-fold, 
under the bitter consciousness, that to these abodes 
of innocence and peace, the homes of their child- 
hood, the graves of their forefathers, they w( 
now to bid farewell, in all probabihty, for over 

But although driven from their fold, the 
Shepherd of Israel had not deserted his chosen 
Sock. The torch of the Reformation had now, for 
more than half a century, been kindled in SwitZBiv 
land, and was burning with undiminished lustiA' 
A safe asylum was thrown open for the fugltirei; 
among the Alps of Berne, or on the shores 
Geneva ; and thither, with hearts uplifted to 
reigning Providence, the pilgrim wanderers bi 
their steps. 

Ere the euii had gained the meridian, on 
day to which we refer, the more active of the exili 
had surmounted the toilsome Alpine ascents, aii4 
bivouacked for the night, on the opposite side 
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the mountain. Many of the wivikor and niwrc 
feulile. had been destined never to eeo the light of 
arHother sun; they either found a cold eepuichry 
amid the snows, or preferred to retrace their stepe. 
and perish with their innocent babes, in the flanien 
that consumed their cottages and hamlets. 

As the day was drawing to a close, and the sun 
rapidly sinking in the west, a solitary family wound 
their way up the nigged path of the Col do la 
Croix. Their ascent lay along the foaming wateri 
of the Pelico, a rapid torrent which skirts the base 
of the mountain, and which, after being lashed 
into fury by a hundred cataracts, in its precipitous, 
course from the valley above, glides softly almijff ! 
the beauteous vale of Lucerna. 

The tottering step of the old njan, who formed 
the centre of the group, explained the cause of 
thoir lingering. Ilia white flowing locks told the 
talo of many winters. His eye, though sunk, still I 
retained much of its natural vivacity, and the re- 
signed expression which was seated on his counte- 
nance, bespoke that he was the expectant of a 
nobler than earthly heritage, and that he was only 
waiting the call of his Master, that he might, like 
the aged Simeon, "■ depart in peace !'' Ho leaned for 
support on hia two companions, the only surviving 
props of his declining days, the one a son about' j 
eighteen years old, and whose countenance told' 
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nhrunk frmn aoiiUnnplating, and which had 
iltifiinttd M\ ligwl futhtir U> ba tho nightly tenant of 
» nukwi Niilituilts whic^h, in all likelihood, would 
pruvtt hln gmvti, A n^lontltw foe was behind — 
ibrtMitaning tanijHMit^, ami unknown paths, spread 
torrur b^fora tlunn, lV>uni|(«>ou« and intrepid 
abovti many of bin iH|uaK bwi >x>un$c spirit mink 
uniit^r tbt) ap}valUi\g prtvup^it^ He burst into a 
Horn} of {M^ifn^t. 9ri«< ainl, ttnbo(Hendod by all 
but HcN^vtMi, bt> aiH) ihf^ iW^M^ li^mit that shared 
bi» an^)i*K nunj^^l iV^ pi^x>H« and tears to- 
g^j)«^r to ih9ki M^^\y >xW^iii tJl^r' twphan and the 

^' Hwkk )i«9^ «iv^' <^)UMiv>«k'^ «aii4 liie old man. 
w)ii^ >i^;asj^ iv^v^ 6^4^ a <^ w ^ w wi^' ^ tj^ <)I trtmbled 

liHi «$i^ ^^ \V<^ 11^^ $i>r «N< Vm >i^<in^ Cur iImvi 
mlN» In w )ki^w4 ^mcii >ivVN^ ^«iii 1^ iiwa< «^ wi i i and 
awiJi.mKag.. TW^ li^^wx Mk^ ami )i^ 4i» «A)r 
idi^ <yi^ mKW!^ ^«a A^^r«mr j!9ii>i^ ai& 

& ana "MwdL 4mri%G$^ 4l^ :MN4i^.'^ 
m giwf -M* ^tknf^. h^ -^M4ii^ IwiCK aai£ 
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our own hands. But we feel assured that the 
Good Shepherd of Israel — He who neither slum- 
bers Dor sleeps — will tend the couch wliich eon- 
tains all we most love on earth ; he will not leave 
his own sheep to perish in the wilderness. Do 
try to steal a few hours of repose, and perchanco 
to-morrow's sun ma^ find you refreshed, and a 
benign Providence may direct us to some spot, 
where you will close your eyes in a kindlier atmo- 
sphere, and recline your head on a softer pillow." 
" Yes, my children," said the a^d pastor, 
catching up the last word that fell fmm his son's 
lips, " to-morrow this head shall be pillowed in 
safety on a Saviour's bosom, and these eyes shall 
awake on a scene whore there is no more night, 
&nd no more death, because there is no more sin. 
Nay, nay, my beloved Herbert, thou wouldet wil- 
lingly persuade me, that the shadows of death are 
not yet to fall; but think not that I fear to enter 
the dark valley: its gloom la to me dispelled — its 
darkness is radiant with peace! Tho only cloud 
which mars the serenity of this hour, is the thought, 
that those I most love on earth are to be left be- 
hind me for a little longer, to endure the storms and 
the tempests of this wilderness world — butitis,after 
all, but a little stream that will separate us; a few 
fleeting years shall, I trust, again unite us, a holy 
— happy family in heaven ! But come near roe. 
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my children — my strength is fast failing — I am 
now approaching the dark waters — the deep eha- 
dow8 an? gathering heavily around me. and thi» 
heart, ere it ceasL* to In-at, would fain hreatho its 

dying benedictions upon those most dear to jt. 

Hark you, Herbert, boy — the recollection of thy 
dutifulness, summons up the last tear that ehall 
ever fill this eye— to your keeping, 1 intrust my 
beloved Alice, and the assurance of the way in 
which you will dischargo that trust, is the roost 
blessed which a father's heart can experience!" 

" Nay. father! nay," said Alice, as she clasped 
his icy hand, and bathed it with her tears; " nay — 
talk not of death! I will willingly consent to I>e 
bereft of every thing else, but what would life be, 
without that wliich alone can now make it a bless- 
ing- If Heaven makes this solitude thy grave, it 
shall be mine and Herbert's too!" 

"Not so, mychild," replied the father, gently chid- 
ing his dejected girl, " my time is come — my war- 
iare is finished — full seventy winters liave passed 
over those hoary locks. This feeble frame can 
work no longer in the vineyard of my heavenly 
Master — and he smiinions me home to receive the 
prize. But as for you, my children, yo are bnt 
setting out on the journey — ye cannot grasp the 
orown, before ye have carried the cross. Only be 
faithful to your Gfod, and he will be faithful to you. 
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Give him the best of your strength, and the best 
of your time, and when ye come to the hour which 
is now about to summon me to my Father's house, 
ye will be able to receive the meaange with joy, 
ajid to look from a death full of hope, to an im- 
mortality full of glory ! Besides, fear not this 

passing cloud — its darkness will soon vanish. Yes," 
said the aged man, exerting all tlie strength which 
yet remained, " these fires whieli now ye see blaz- 
ing in our valleys, may lay their hamlets in ashes, 
' the beautiful house in which we and our fathers 
worshipped may bo destroyed, and all our pleasant 
things laid waste,' but the G-od of our fathers i\ill 
never suffer this candle of his own lighting, to he 
put out — the hush may bum, hut it can never — 
never be consumed!" 

The aged saint sunk back exhausted on liis 
couch ; the effort to impart paternal counsel and 
dying consolation to his children, had proved 
too much for his frame. Herbert retired to !t 
short distanoe, in hopes, that by leaving him 
undisturbed, he might obtain some repose, ami 
lengthen out, a little longer, those hours which 
he now evidently saw were fast hastening to their 
«Ioee. His sister, exhausted with fatigue, had 
fallen asleep at the side of the conch, whore she 
still grasped the withered hand of her father. 
The poor boy having provided, as he best could, for 
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their warmth and comfort, wrapped himself up 
in his cloak, and sat down by the smouldering 
ashes of the fire, occasionally pacing up and down 
to keep himself awake, and to see that no danger 
threatened to disturb the slumbers of his charge. 

The moon had now risen above the valley — ^her 
pale beams were playing on the sparkling waters 
of the Police, and the opposite mountains were 
casting their deep shadows on the plain below. 
The tear rolled down Herbert's cheek, as he turn- 
ed his eye backward on the smoking ruins of the 
hamlets of his native valley, and as at intervals- 
there came floating on the breeze the tumultuary 
rejoicings of the enemy"*s soldiers, who had con- 
verted the very sanctuaries of truth, into the scenes 
of their sacrilegious revelries ! 

'' Can it be,'' thought he, as he pursued his 
mournful reflections, — " can it be, that the spec- 
tacle which I now behold, is aught else but the 
vision of some feverish dream. Can one short 
day have deprived us of a home and a father, 
and left us to perish unpitied in the wilderness ! 
Must these hands, that had fondly hoped to close 
the eyes of a beloved parent in the peace of his 
own dwelling, and to lay his head in the church- 
yard where sleep his own afiectionate flock, be 
compelled to-morrow to dig his grave, and cover 
his cold sepulchre with the sods of the mountain !'' 
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Wrapt in such gloomy Uiouglita, the afflicted boy 
»at motionless by tho embers of his tire. Not a 
breath disturbed the sullen silence of the hour, 
save the niiirniura of the stream below, or at timee 
the bursts of uuhallowed mirth to which wo havo 
referred. For nearly two hours, he had beou 
engaged in these painftd meditations, when he 
thonght he caught the sound of footsteps, aud the 
indistinct muttering of voices, approaching the spot 
where he was. His heart sunk within him ! il« 
knew well what was to be uxpected from those, 
whose spirits wore thirsting for blood and revenge. 
His worst fears were realized. He now heai'd di»- 
tinctly the distant trampling of horses, and in 
another minute, the moonbeams disclosed two 
momited figures riding towards their little bivouac. 
Herbert now tliought all waa lost. " Heavenly 
Father!" he cried, in the agony of despair, "havft 
mercy upon us !" 

" Ha !" exclaimed the foremost horseman, who 
now rode up to tlie little group of refugees, at the 
same time prefacing his words with an oath which 
pierced the poor boy to the heart, "here is a whole 
nest of these barbcta of Satan.* The old bird too, 
hath gone to his repose ! The fire will be a more 
befitting oouch for the oaroaas of this fatted here- 



■ The dedgmtiaD ginn to Ihe Wftldensn I7 the Papiata. 
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lir; ftk^m^L W ocr Hoiy Lair, die rahmes of 
iIk- CoL wS C^^£<^ iIk- v^uoe-iof saek ssfomj 



"- Hjjrk dfeK-. kir fatk-rT mmimmiI the nide 

■ude sub iMssfMikse vkit ibe vaBK -*haik thee, liofy 
fithrr tkse time kaife wS aoike tkr OMMt be- 
fittm? beneCirtioo at tibe Bust boh- faetifal of St 
Miebad: and bisHoEwK vilL attbeireiTdgfaiof 
sodi spoiL snMt tbee an iDdeleeMe wbiefa will 
w^ off thy aB$ aad auBe to boot — and pancbanoe 
thoEe of thT whole oider f" 

m 

^ Hoak boak^ »id the monlu *** a traee iipcm 
thy folhr; thb a^ed man will not need thy 
p<Miiard to baisten an boor, whidi bk pallid dieek 
and beaYT breathing telk me k even now at band. 
Ere the vital ^ark has fled, and the firee of pup- 
gat<Nry are kindled, let as tiy to irapait peace to 
bis souL and penniade him to confess himself a son 
of our bolv mother ebordi.*^ 

** Never! nev«rr cried the feeble fXHceof the 
dying patnaitdt. who had been ixMised firom his 
tronbled repose by the noise aioond him. ^Never 
shall a YandcNs be so foigetful of the debt he owes 
to bis foreCKtb^s and his God, as basdy to barter 
bisereed, and soirend^ his iaith, when he is at 
ihtt very gate of heaven ! Ye may crimson this 
with mj Uood; or, as ye threaten, feed 
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these Same* with tltia body, — ^but never shall 
it be said, that Rodolph Vinson died a death, un- 
worthy of hia name !" 

The priest started back at the last words which 
fell upon hia ear ; a flush suffused hia fac& — ^he 
stepped yet nearer the couch of the aged sufferer, 
and with silent amazement fastened his eye more 
intently on the countenanco before him, whilst his 
erimsoned cheek, bespoke the working of his feelings. 
" Hark ye, my children," said he, addreaaing the 
spectators of this strange mixture of contending 
emotions. 

" Ha ! good father," interrupted his attendant, 
"art thou thus chick en-liearted at looking at 
death ; it aeema as if thou wert resolved to give 
tiiis old heretic thy company to purgatory !" 

" Vain babbler," replied the monk, hia eye glan- 
cing as he spoke, " thy folly hath no bounds ; if 
thou kneweet what daik thoughts were now rank- 
ling in this bosom, thou wouldest know, that si- 
lence was thy most becoming attitude. Go," con- 
tinued he, *' and let me not see thy face till I call 
for thee, or ^ae thoii shall repent thy rashness, as 
I must converse in private with this aged man," 

The dependant gave a tardy obedience to the 
commands of his superior; only regretting that 
the clear moonlight would prevent him gratifying 
lui uQsorupulous curiosity, by creeping behind the 
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rocks, and becoming an auditor of the holy father's 
interview with the dying patriarch. Nor were 
Herbert and his sister easily prevailed upon to 
withdraw from the coucli, at the solicitation of the 
stranger. Thinking that he was perhaps about 
to lay violent hands on their father, their first im- 
pulse was to refuse the request ; but his whole 
manner and appearance induced them to forbear, 
and they waited in silence, by the remains of the 
midnight fire, the result of the mysterious inter- 
view. 

The priest now stood alone by the side of the* 
couch. " Death,^' said he, " is the hour, when the 
heart is most ready to forget injuries. Can Bo-' 
dolph Vin9on, ere he closes his eyes on this side 
eternity, extend pardon to his most cruel foe; and, 
in token of forgiveness, clasp the hand that once 
came forth from his peaceful home, reeking with, 
blood r 

" Does Rodolph Vin9on,'' said the dying saint, 
casting a look of agonizing horror on the coun- 
tenance before him, "behold a living man; or is it 
some fiendish spirit of the dead that has come to 
hover over his passage through the dark valley, 
and haunt, with visions of terror and blood, his 
last moments? This eye now grows dim, the pul-> 
sations of this heart will soon be at an end — 'but 
be it so — ^be thou material or immaterial — spirit 
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t>r inoarnate, know thou, that if thou consultest 
heaven^fl register-book, all that Bodolph Vin9on 
has written there, regarding the murderer of his 
babes, is a daily prayer for Heaven'*s mercy on his 
soul ; and it would be one of the sweetest rays of 
comfort to him in his closing hours, to know that 
these prayers have been heard !'^ 

" They have! they have!" re-echoed the agoniz- 
ed man, with tremulous voice, the tear of heart- 
felt penitence rolling down his cheek : " since that 
night of darkness and blood, this eye hath witness- 
ed no spectacle but the damp walls of a cell — ^and 
this hand grasped no kindlier thing than the 
Bcourge ; the stillness of midnight has oftener seen 
these sunken eyes filled with tears, than closed in 
slumber ; and my hope is, that, through a life of 
mortification and penance, if I have thy forgive- 
ness, I have Heaven^s also !" 

" If the forgiveness of a heart thou hast deeply 
wounded, be any source of consolation to thy spirit, 
I give it willingly, freely," said the aged Christian, 
making an effort to extend towards the monk his 
hand, now frozen with the chill of death. " But 
listen to the counsel of a veteran soldier of the 
cross, whose warfare is now finished. Think 
not, that by stripes, and watchings, and fastings, 
thou canst wipe out a stain, which the blood of the 
Great Shepherd is alone sufficient to remove ; but 
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of this, let thine own conscience judge. Mean- 
while, ere this voice falters, know, that thou hast it 
in thy power, to make an ample recompense to me 
for all the dark deeds of the past, and remove the 
last lingering cloud that darkens my dying hour!** 

" Tell it me, my father ; it shall be done, be the 
cost what it may !'' 

" See you, then,'^ said he, " these two desolate 
little ones — ^the children of my bosom — the sweets 
and the stay of my chequered life — ^the props of 
my old age. It remains with tJiee^ whether Uiey 
shall be preserved for a little longer in this vale of 
tears, or perish amid the snows of this mountain !^ 

" If that be the only sorrowful ingredient,^' re- 
plied the Monk, " that is mingled in thy cup of 
death, it is removed, and thou mayst close thine 
eyes in peace. We meet no more till that day 
when the trump of the Archangel shall summon 
us before the Great tribunal ; and though this heart 
may tremble at crimes which shall then be unfolded, 
one of these, at least, shall not be, that I have 
been regardless of thy dying counsels. No, holy 
brother, the safety of thy defenceless children shall 
be secured, though at the expense of the last drop 
of blood in these veins !'' 

" It is enough — ^it is enough,'" said the old man, 
; lifting up his eyes, and breathing in silence a prayer 

\\ of gratitude which his tongue was unable to ex- 
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press- — *' It is enough ! I die in peace ! My chil- 
dren, my dear children/^ continued he, beckoning 
to Herbert and Alice, who were in a moment by 
his side, — " God has sent me a benefactor in the 
hour of death : fear not to intrust yourselves to 
this reverend father — he will provide for your 
safety. Farewell — farewell ! *' — he clasped them 
to his bosom — ^pressed his cold lips on their cheeks 
— sunk back on his couch — uttered one parting 
groan — ^and next moment was sleeping sweetly in 
Jesus ! 

" Would to God,^ said the monk, mingling his 
tears with those of the bereaved mourners — 
"would to God every spirit that wings its flight 
to another world, were as happy as that which has 
just fled to its rest ! See the sweet smile that is still 
playing on the cold clay tabernacle it has left be- 
hind it — does it not bear the very stamp of heaven, 
the foretaste of that bliss which its deathless in- 
habitant has now gone to enjoy V* 

" Yes,**' said the disconsolate Herbert, after 
struggling in vain to unbosom a grief too deep for 
utterance — " He was sweet in life ! — he seems 
sweeter still in death ! — ^but, oh! the thought, that 
we are now to be bereft of that smile, and to travel 
on, solitary and alone, in this vale of tears r 

" My children ! my children !" said the kind 
monk, " I know the bitterness of the pang which 
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ye now endure; and ye must look to an abler and 
better comforter than a wretched sinner, to bind up 
the wounds which now are opened. But we know 
that the spirit of the departed is in better keeping 
than with us. Would that we were all as safe ! 
But there is no time to be lost — it grieves me to 
interrupt you in this the darkest hour of your 
earthly sorrows ; but our safety renders it need- 
ful, that, after paying the last solemn tribute to 
the dead, we set out on our journey. We are en- 
compassed on every side with danger; and I 
scruple not to say, that had Heaven not sent me to 
your rescue, he whom you now mourn would have 
encountered the king of terrors in a more dreadful 
form, and ye yourselves should have shared his 
tomb !" 

Herbert, though looking forward with deep 
emotion to the moment when he should be called 
on to leave, in the barren mountain, the earthly re- 
mains of all that was dearest to him, yet saw the 
force of what his kind benefactor had just said. 
The monk perceived the contending feelings of the 
noble boy, 'and taking him aside, requested that 
he would take charge of his sister, whilst he and 
his attendant removed the body, and consigned it 
to its grave. Once more they kissed the cold cheek ; 
and then betaking themselves to the foot of the 
couch, and covering their faces with their hands. 
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I .they wept and prayed togotlior I Meanwhile the 
I monk had summoned his attendant, who, between 
I the elfectB of the previous day's fatigues and ex- 
oessea, had fallen fast asleep. 

" Thou hast doomed me to a cold night's penanoe, 
holy father," said he, as lie wa« aroused from his 
I Blutnbers. 

" Thou hast need of many such," retorted his 
l-niperior, "to freeze thy folly. But I have need of 
I thy services, for what will make thy blood flow 
[ freely : the old man whom thou sawest, but a few 
I lioura ago, stretched on his pallet, la now no more ; 
I *nd I wish to bestow on his remains such burial a» 
I the present time and place will pormit," 

"After thou hast eased him," replied he, "of 
I any redundant coin which the heretic may have 
I boarded, (which in ordinary circumstances our 
tlioly mother church would claim as her own, but 
I which, in such unseaaonable hours, methinks, rigbt- 
I fully reverts to thyself and me), and after thou haat 
I exhauated thy missal over this son of perdition — 
I and seeing that wo have neither spade nor shovel — 
(ineither shroud nor coffin — neither time nor inoli- 
lation" — 

" Is thy trifling, fool, to have no end ? Come, 
mve off these unseemly provocations, and tell me 
s thou vrouldst advise me to place this body." 



• * 
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*'* If thou wouldst but have patience, good father, 
thou wouldst have heard my ddiyerance on this 
head^ which. I trust, will meet with the concurrence 
of thy superior wisdom and sanctity*" — 

'' Quickly give it me, then,"* said he, his voice 
deepening with indignation. 

*' If, then," replied the other, '^ it be an expedi- 
tious interment thou desirest, tumble him into 
this mountain torrent^ which, for the last Uiree 
hours, with it« thunders^ has been filling my dreams 
with terror, as if in anticipation of the putrid here- 
tic that was to pollute its waters — ^let its cataracts 
vent their fury on this piece of day — and after a 
rough journey over rock and precipice, perchance 
the broken framework will sleep in safety at the bot- 
tom of some pool, where it will be nearer the spirit 
that has just left it than where it now reposes !^ 

^' Were it not, unprincipled man, that thou hast 
proved a trusty guide, and that I know thou hast 
not yet recovered from thy yesterday^s intoxica- 
tion, I would, with the help of this noble boy, 
make thee to have the first experience ol thy pro- 
jected journey, and let the rocks of the PeUce tell 
every bone in thy body at what value I estimate 
thy folly. Gome, follow me, and obey wiih promp- 
titude whatever my commands may bes, and I shfJl 
reward thee accordingly.'" 
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So saying, they went to the couch, and the 
monk having lit the lantern which hung at his 
side, they silently removed the body. 

" This way, this way," said he ; " hero is a little 
dell with some brushwood — thither let us bend our 
etope." Tlicy succeeded in clearing with their 
hands a little spot in the thicket, where a number 
of large stones or masses of rock, that had rolled 
down the mountain, had formed a sort of natural 
sepulchre. Hero, after frequently crossing them- 
selves, and muttering some silent prayers, they de- 
posited the body. And while the monk despatched 
hia attendant to collect a heap of stones to place 
above it, he himself continued on his bended kneee, 
saying mass for the departed soid. When the 
solemn task was ended, they returned to the two 
dejected mourners, who begged, ere they proceeded 
on their journey, to have the melancholy satisfac- 
tion of witnessing the spot where slept the revered 
ashes of their parent. In the meanwhile, the su- 
perior ordered his menial to have the mules in 
readiness, by the time they returned from paying 
!l this last and farewell tribute to the memory of a 
fond father. 

"A more befitting place." said tho monk, as they 
stood by the tomb, " could not be found .' — over- 
looking the little flock among whom he laboured, 
and whose graves are in the valley beneath. What 



* 



28 THE EXILES 

matters it though the rude winds sweep this moon- 
! tain solitude, or, perchance, the winter's snow cover 

! this grave — they cannot disturb the spirit of the 

; departed ! No, no. I have witnessed, my chil- 

dren, gilded domes, underneath which sleep the 
ashes of sceptred monarchs — a hundred tapers 
blaze day and night over their sepulchres, and 
mitred priests disturb the fretted aisles with their 
prayers for the dead. Yet no slumber there is half 
so sweet as that underneath this rude heap of 
stones. He needs no fretted dome, no costly epi- 
taph, to make him happier! The tempests of 
heaven may spend their fury around his body, but 
the spirit is cradled in a peace which knows no 
breaking !" 

The dejected children gazed in silence on the 
lonely grave. They plucked a few green branches 
from the surrounding shrubs, and scattered them 
over the top ; and then, sobbing a last, sad fare-, 
well, they hastened to prepare for their journey ! 
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CHAPTER II. 



In Superstition's ancient pile. 
Where monks their beads were telling. 
Where, through the dimly lighted aisle. 
The midnight chant was swelling ; 

E*en there for happiness I sought, 
I wept, and prayed, and fasted, 
I sought her, but I found her not ; 
Prayers — penance — ^tears were wasted. 

Anon. 



The monk, whom we have described in om' former 
chapter, when he met the throe exiled Vaudois on 
the pass of the Ool de la Croix, was prosecuting his 
journey to Rome on some business relative to his 
monastery; as well as in order to be present at one 
of the great annual festivals, and purchase for him- 
self a plenary indulgence from the crimes of his 
youth — the darkest of which, had left its stain on 
the domestic hearth of the very man, whose eyes, by 
a mysterious providence, he had now been permit- 
ted to close in death. The events, however, already 
related, determined him at once to abandon his 
expedition. The business he had undertaken was 
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not so important as to render his personal presence 
indispensable — and he resolved to entrust its exe- 
cution to his companion, of whose character he had 
seen sufficient, during their short acquaintance, to 
make him long for nothing more eagerly, than a 
favourable opportunity of dispensing with his ser- 
vices. 

Having received directions as to his duty, and 
having his pockets replenished with some pieces of 
gold, which elicited from him the promise of the 
strictest secrecy with regard to what he had that 
night witnessed, Alart Besson set out on his jour- 
ney, not by any means regretting the absence of 
his superior, whose austere habits and rigid sanc- 
tity, had imposed somewhat more restraint on his 
dissolute manners than he often could have desired ; 
a full pocket, and the prospect of giving ample scope 
to his licentiousness, made the present appear to 
Alart, the happiest, as it was, at least to other two 
of the party, the saddest hour that had ever 
dawned on them. 

The young Vaudois, and their deceased parent, 
in selecting this mountain pass for then- flight, had 
done so, if not in ignorance of the persecution it- 
self, at least of the extent of it in the neighbouring 
valleys of Dauphiny. They had anticipated, at all 
events, finding a temporary home among their 
friends in the rocky wilds of St Veran or Dormil- 
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leuse; after which they might either return to tlieir 
native yalleya, if the storm had by that time blonn 
over, or else prolong their journey to tlie Protes- 
tant cantoQB of Switzerland. The providential in- 
terposition of the monk, enatehed them from cer- 
tain destruction. The flames of persecution woio 
lighted up in every hamlet, troops were stationed 
at every mountain pass, and death was the only 
tribute which they would accept at the hands of a 
Vaudois, Their kind benefactor warned tliem, 
that it would bo two wearisome days' journey ere 
he could bring them to a place of permanent safety; 
he imposed on them the etrictest silence during tho 
progreaa of thoir route, and requested that all 
questions that might be addressed to them, should 
be answered solely through himself 

It was about one o'clock m tho morning, when 
the monk, mounted on one of the mules, and his 
young charge sharing the other, set out upon their 
route. These faitliful animals had fortunately bt-- 
nefited more than their burdens by their few hours 
ofjepose. In anticipation of their long journey, 
the monk had taken care to distribute among them, 
before parting, a goodly sliaro of the provisions he 
bad brought with him for his own use. 

They gave ample proof that they were no st.raugera 
-either to precipitous paths, or unmerciful loads; 
with the help of a bright moon, a starry sky, 
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and the reflection from the snow, which made it 
ahnost as clear as day, they had surmounted the 
summit of the Col, ere the sun'^s earUest beams were 
tinging the eastern horizon. 

We shall not follow the Uttle cavalcade through 
their long and arduous route, or relate the various 
times, in which detection appeared inevitable. On 
one occasion particularly, they were within an 
hairVbreadth of sharing the fate of their unhappy 
countrymen. As they passed the entrance to the 
valley of the Guil, under the frowning battlements 
of Chateau Queyras, they beheld its portals sur- 
mounted with the heads of some wretched Protes- 
tants, who had been massacred in cold blood. The 
headless trunks were piled up in heaps on either 
side, and hundreds were lifting up their shrieks and 
groans to Heaven in dread anticipation of a like 
horrible tragedy awaiting them. Alice, as she cast 
her eyes on the ghastly spectacle, thought she be- 
held among the crowd of victims, one of those whom, 
from childhood, she had numbered among her 
dearest friends. " Father !'' she cried out, utter- 
ing a wild shriek, and utterly forgetting where she 
was, " there is ! — ^there is ! '''* 

" Unhappy girl," exclaimed the monk, " thou 
hast undone thyself and me too, with thy rash im- 
prudence I"^ 

" Ha ! young damsel,"' cried a soldier, at the 
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Bame tinio seizing hold of the bridle of the mule on 
which the poor girl was seated, — " the tenderness 
of thy heart hath betrayed thee. Thy ayinpathies 
shall be brought presently into nearer proximity 
with their objuuts ; wo shall see whether there be 
not more blood in thy body than is now in thy 
eheelca, and we shall make this thy young kinsman, 
or lover, behind thee, thy executioner, and the body 
of thy palfry the block," 

" Hold ! hold .'" oxclatmed father Bernard, now 
interpoBing, and struggling to assume a tone 
of authority, as the most eitectual means of ward- 
ing off the blow, which ho thought would be inevit- 
able. " But — 1 pardon thy folly — thou surely 
knowest not, that thou art putting thine uuhallow- 
ed hands on the kinswoman of one of the most holy 
order of St Bruno '. Methouglit thou woidilst have 
known the heart of woman better, than to suppose, 
that she could tuni her eye towards these bloody 
trophies of your religious bigotry, without an in- 
ward shudder V 

" Bo it BO, be it so," retorted the hardened sen- 
tinel, again resuming Ida measured pace in front 
of the arena of slaughter; while, at the same time, 
the monk beckoned to Herbert to quicken the pace 
of his patient animal. 

Father Bernard, after frequently and devoutly 
I croMing himself, was absorbed for some mioutes in 
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offering thanke to hia patron and to Heaven, fori 
their deliverance from the jaws of death. He gentlj 1 
reproved Ahce for her imprudtsnce ; and having re- 
ceived a faithful promise of obedience for the future, 
they entered the dark and gloomy defile, which is 
watered by the torrent of the G-uil. lu this savage | 
mountain pass, one of the wildest in Europe, the I 
waters of the furious stream frequently occupy ita , 
entire breadth, and gigantic precipices frown in 
terror above the head of the traveller. At eveiy 
turn, the three fugitives encountered a band of j 
armed troops to dispute their passage ; and the ( 
sacred attire of the monk was often no safeguard ] 
against their rude and imperious scrutiny. It was ] 
evening ere they emerged from the thick forest J 
which skirts the mouth of the gorge, and the moooL 
had again risen in her silvery glory, when th^J 
found themselves passing the entrance to the Pre 
testant valley of Fressiniere, where a handful < 
Protestants bad for ages contended for their r 
ligious hberties; and, from the summits of inaooeB' 
aible precipices, on which they erected their 
hamlets, had hurled defiance on armies which had 
left the trophies of cont^uest on a thousand fields ! 
At that very moment, the indomitable moun- 
taineers had erected their standard among the 
hnts of Donnilleuse, — a collection of wretched cot- 
tages, perched on the top of an inhospitable cliflj 
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which natnre seemed never to have intended but 
ae a home for the vulture or the chamois. Here, 
with no other bulwarks but their native rooks, and 
no other ammunition but the inasscB of stone which 
were scattered on the summit, these peasant pa- 
triots were mocking the efforts of the mailed 
legiona of France. The pieces of artillery which 
had lately scattered in the dust some of the proud- 
est citadels of the plain, were directed without 
effect on this munition of rocks, — which, like the 
truth for which its inhabitants were so nobly con- 
tending was impregnable !* 

We shall not attempt to follow the fugitives 
through the remainder of their journey, — the 
dawn of morning found thorn under the castellated 
battlements of Brian^on, — and it was twelve 
o'clock the following night, ere Father Bernard 
made known to his wearied charge the cheering 
tidings, that they wore now approaching the enil 
t of their journey. For several hours they hod 
been winding their way up a narrow and seques- 
tered glen,— the moonbeams were playing on the 
beetling cliffs that rose majestically on either side. 
— and a gurgling stream murmured in the depths 
[ below; half an hour of farther ascent brought 
I them into a hollow, surrounded by a vast oniphi- 
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theatre of pi-oeipitous mountains, in the centre ( 
ivhich the pale nioonliglit disclosed the solitai 
towers of the Grande Chartreuse. This lonelM 
spot, selected by Bruno, a monk of the twelftbj 
century, as being tho farthest remote from anja 
human habitation, is the original convent of t 
Carthusian order, and to the present hoi: 
a combination nf scenery, if not unequalled, ftd 
least unsurpassed, by any in Europe. Many ag< 
Fathers of the Romish faith have, for seven cer 
turies, devoted themselves within those desolatetf 
walls, to fasting, meditation, and prayer ; conceiv-H 
ing that these inaccessible wilds, apart irom thw 
din and bustle of life, are more favourable for thuq 
intercourse with Deity, The wild fruits of thai 
native forests, — lettuce, bread, dried figs, i 
water, — form their scanty fare ; while nighti < 
penance and fasting, coupled with the inclemenoiei 
of the winter, rarely permit them to live to a vet 
advanced age. Though thus isolated from th&A 
fellow men, and the victims of a gloomy fanaticim 
many a WL-ary traveller, who has been strn^ 
amid the winter snows, can bear testimony to t 
hospitality of the solitaries, and acquit those de-^ 
vout, though erring enthusiasts, of the charge 
misanthropy. 

As tho monk and his attendants approached 1 
tho gloomy abode, many lights were seen in the^ 
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centre window of the building. The sound of 
voices came floating down the valley, and broke 
the death-like stillness of the midnight hour. 
" Hark,'' said Father Bernard, " the holy frater- 
nity are still busied with their vespers, — let us 
hasten to the gate ere the service be concluded, 
that we may not have again to rouse the brethren 
from their cells at this unseasonable hour. 
Alice, my child,'' continued he, " by the rules of 
our holy order, thou wilt not be permitted to 
enter the same walls with Herbert and myself, — 
but I can entrust thee with confidence to the 
faithful lady who resides in yonder adjoining 
building, and who has devoted her life to Heaven, 
and the reception of unhappy wanderers like thy- 
self." 

Alice nodded a grateful assent to her kind con- 
ductor, — ^as she had arrived at that condition of 
fatigue which, even had she apprehended dan- 
ger from a separation from Herbert, left her no 
power to refuse. The monk, before demanding 
admittance, again imposed on both the strictest 
silence and secrecy with regard to their own his- 
tory and religion, and the other mysterious events 
of the three preceding days. He gently tapped at 
the door. 

" Who seeks admittance at this silent hour ?" 
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demanded a voice from within ; " let him speak, 
be he friend or foe.'' 

" Father Bernard, holy lady, hath brought, to 
entrust to thy keeping, an unhappy orphan, who 
stands much in need of rest and comfort." 

" The door of the order of St Bruno was never 
yet closed against the fatherless and the stranger, 
— ^nor shall it be so now,'' replied the same voice, 
— ^the massive portal meanwhile opening, and dis- 
closing an aged matron, with a black cowl over- 
shadowing her face, and an ebony crucifix, with 
beads, suspended from her neck. " Welcome, 
welcome, my child," said the aged nun ; " thy 
face betrays furrows of sorrow, that would become 
better the wrinkles of this aged cheek, — ^and that 
eye speaks a tale of woe, which makes me love 
thee, ere I have heard thy voice. Come in, come 
in, and I will lay thy head on a softer pillow than, 
methinks, it has had for days that are past." 

The monk, having whispered some private direc- 
tions into the ear of his holy sister, bade Alice 
" good night," committing her to the keeping of 
the good Shepherd of Israel ; and, accompanied by 
Herbert, made his way in silence a few hundred 
yards farther on, to the gate of the monastery. 

At the sound of a large iron knocker, a footstep 
was heard approaching ; and a stem voice demand* 
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ed " who it vaa that dared to disturb the holy 
order of St Bruno at such an untimely hourf 

" It ia thy brother Bernard, holy keeper, that 
intrudea on thy midnight vigils." 

" What ! Brother Bernard !"' exclaimed the 
astonished warder. " This portends no good ; 
either accident or miracle must have brought thoe 
hither." 

" Thou doubtless didat not oxpeot so speedy a 
return from my pilgrimage ; but, I prythoe, open, 
and I will tell theo the cause." 

After the withdrawment of many a holt, and 
the use of many keys, the massive door turned on 
its hinges, and disclosed a reverend father, with a 
beard white as snow, and a dim lantern in liiw 
hand. " Welcome, welcome, holy brother," suid 
ho ; " welcome back from the vanities of the world, 
to our holy sohtude. But who is this thou haat 
by thy side? Hie face tells me he hath had fully 
as long a journey, and stands as much in need of 
repose as thyself." 

" This orphan hoy, whom, with his sister, 1 
found perishing beside their aged father, among 
the snows of the mountain, has been the cause of 
abandoning my purposed journey. Had it been 
nothing else, the charity of our holy religion would 
have determined me to extend to them an arm of 
protection; but there were other and weightier 
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rcoAons, which rendereii it imDentrre- on me to 
provide for the safety of rin^mt iuicJeas wanderers." 
The good father did not pr»«?e hi* inquiries far- 
ther. The solitaries were wbiHj uncon^oiLs of 
the bloody tragedies that were trans&ctin? in the 
valleys around them ; and even had ther known 
of them, they were not so under the inflaenee of 
n'li^'ioufl bigotr)', as to deny to the destitute and 
fatherlesH, though of a hostOe faith, a tempoiarv 
KheltcT. 

'' S(?e thou, I prjthee, holy brother,'' said 
l^'/itluT Uunmrd, " to the safety of our mules. 
whioh, if I mistake not, stand in as much need of 
tho comforts of a night's lodging as their riders, — 
an<I hand over thy lantern to me, while I conduct 
this (exhausted youth to share with me the shelter 
of my cell.'' Herbert was forthwith conducted, 
by his attendant, first through a spacious outer 
«H)urt, on cjithcr side of which he could discern two 
ni<l(»Iy sculptured reservoirs, or fountains. An 
nnonnouN crucifix surmounted the vestibule of 
tho ■ monastery, before which the monk knelt in 
|MiMsing, and muttered over a few devotions. They 
poHMod in solemn silence through a seemingly in- 
tonninablo labyrinth of passages, till at last they 
MTIVcnI at a low door, which the monk opened by 
DIoaiiM of a key which was suspended from his girdle. 
^* This,^ said he, after closing it behind him, and 
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securing it by an iron bolt, — " tliis is the place in 
vvhicli, for years, I have striven to wring out peni- 
tence, for my crimes, from this wasted body. See 
that worn pavement underneath the figure of the 
blessed Virgin, — often have these hollowed atonee 
listened to thy father's name and thine own, and 
been as wet with tears as was the grass with the 
dew which thou sawest to-night sparkling in the 
moonbeams ! But, my chihl, thy couch of reat is 
more befitting, than to listen to the tale of a 
wretched sinner. Here is a bed for thee, — such as 
it is, thou art welcome to it ; and I doubt not thy 
fatigues will not make thee fastidious ," 

" But other considerations will,"" replied Her- 
bert. " I will not deprive theo, kind father, of 
thine own couch; thine age bespeaks that thou 
ncedcst more of the comforts of life than one in 
the prime of youth." 

" Hush, hush, my son," replied the monk, whose 
return to his cell had recalled all the gloomy re- 
ooUections which the excitement of hia journey 
had tonded for a time to dissipate ; " talk not of 
comforts to a man whose sins have doomed him to 
feed only on the bread of sorrow. Nay, nuy ; this 
body, for full seven years, hath never known any 
other couch savo that damp straw in yonder re- 
cess, and no softer pillow than that rude stone ; 
and these eyes have gazed on no other prospect 
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save the fl«err douds of heaven, which yon see 
tjiroofiii Tondeir |rni.ted window, riding in the fir- 
nummr ! This nigfat, ere this head can be pil- 
ifiweci on the b«ir fmrth. ye shall hear these walls 
r pvwrtw r auu g the fKHmd of the lash, whose thongs 
mw:: t)< tnnifld u» atone for the time during 
whir.: tmr* mtfTmittecl nrr poiance! Yes, 
nnittifti**- tu niiitinc Additional knottings on the 
.^,.1-.- ti»«.: 4« i.'*! ^Tiffrtun* of the wall; '^has- 
•. - i« • Minnittei^v iAv o!* theso, this nighty there 
.j^ . .\ . <wir t ito -«/3« or ho^- of Hubert Do- 
^«» r- Ax*.r.inti^ tfx^ma ward& he embraced 

:.;riti; ka% tr- trA^; andopeninsra 

... i- •.**.• AMfiimt' rt; the oell. which led to a 

5^.^ -• **k.^.%>i< b. ieh his Toung charge to 

,..^..>.. ■ M^uv> ir the otramge vicissitudes^ 

..w V. u ^:« .»« .fc^ ti!i>Mr dai^ had befallen him. 

Ni ;.. .^>^ - -.^iv^ir- "^'iroiMimay beimagiii- 

^v..^ ^ -*Ks^ £iu^^ «^! xt ^9X>mT 8oGhide» to 

..^«. . .. .% Na^ ««iv»t&it!iNr tdat had taken phee 

^ «. «s.c**. 'ThTT uwt tiw embrace of a kiwi 

,^.i^, jwa««K<«r. «vt« Ae soil of his native val- 

o*av »«^ «v f!«w£ »?w bat a monk, — ^no home 

Hunes which he had been 

«miJk to dread, as standing asso- 

dttMc ^t^ ^ liM ^"B^ui most opposed to the faith 
fcJMNMM^i^ But he knew that the dying 
i^kj^ MlMt> coupled with the affectionate 
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kmdnesa of his benefaotor, were a BuEBoient 
guarantee for his safuty ; this, combined with his 
own manliness of disposition, banished from his 
mind every apprehension. On his bended knees 
he offered to the God of mercies the thanksgivings 
of a grateful heurt, and earnest entreaties for a 
continuance of protection to himself and his be- 
loved sister whom he loved as hia own soul, and 
who, by their late comnton bereavement, seemed 
to be _endeftred to him by ties a thousand-fold 
holier and stronger than before. Ho plucked 
from his bosom the sweetest pledge and memorial 
of his departed father, — the companion of all his 
wanderings, — the soother of all his sorrows, — the 
sweetener of all hia joys, — the fountain of all his 
peace — the precious volume that was soiled with 
the fingers of many a godly ancestor. The tear 
rolled down his choek, as he turned to the words 
of oomfort which the Apostle Paul administers to 
his Thesealonian converts ; and which, from the 
tattered state of the leaf, had evidently before now 
imparted consolation to many a bereaved mourner: 
" But I would not have you to be ignorant, breth- 
ren, concerning them which are asleep, that ye 
Borrow not ovon as others which havo no hope ; 
for if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, 
even bo, them also which sleep in Jesus will God 
taing with him," &o. Having finished this sitb- 




fine legacjr of comfort to the afflicted Chrietiai 
be dosed the book with its ancient silver claspi 
»nd Bafrfy depositing it under his pillow, 
hinuelf in bed, and in a few minutes his eyea \ 
■ealwl in a happy forgetfulncss of the bittemei 
■nd sorrows, the fears and apprehensions, the sid 
Cecings and trials, of the three preceding days. 

It was folly two hours after the sun ha<l climbed 
the meridian, ere Herbert opened his eyes once 
moTD on his cell and hia sorrows. The full blaze 
of the orb of day was streaming through the 
buT«d window, and disclosed more fully than the 
pTpvioos night had done, the rigid austerity which 
«U written on every part of his present abode- 
Ita «cdy furniture was a tabk\ a basin of holy 
vater, and a cnciJix ; whilst a gbastly representa- 
tion of the horrors of purgatory was rudely de- 
linmtnl alxive the couch of the ascetic. Herbert, 
on ikstcning, heard the sound of something resem- 
blia^ heavy blows at measured intervals, pro- 
c««d)iij; from the adjoining cell. This he 
at no diHiculty in concluding to ho the unhap{lj 
man undergoing those self- imp ostil severitiejj 
which tho fatigues of the preceding evening bu 
libl^cd him to forego. "Holy fathrr," cried Hea 
«rt no longer able to restrain himself, and n 
■wiching towards the door by which he had s 
m ontor on the preceding night, — " holy fatbM 
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if thou hast no pity on thyself, have compassion 
on the poor orphan whom Providence hath cast on 
thee ; for if thou art resolved not to suspend thy 
self-tormenting penances, till thou hast driven thy 
spirit from its earthly tabernacle, what remains 
for the desolate ones thou wilt leave behind thee, 
but to be driven forth from this shelter to perish 
unpitied in the howling wilderness ?'' 

" Peace, peace, my child,'' responded the unhap- 
py man ; " disturb me not in my needful vocation, 
— ^my time is not yet finished, — the sun has yet an- 
other hour to travel in the firmament ere this 
penance can be concluded. I prythee interrupt 
me not, for in so doing, thou wilt only prolong 
what thou wouldst fain shorten.'' 

Herbert saw there was nothing left but to 
obey ; he occupied the interval in again un- 
clasping his sacred treasure, and found in that 
blessed directory another and far different peace 
to his soul, and a surer antidote to a troubled 
conscience, than the .deluded ascetic was seeking 
in the torturings of the flesh. 

The monk, when he had completed his hours of 
penance, entered the cell where the orphan boy 
still continued drinking from the sweetest fountain 
of consolation he had met with, since the hour 
which drove him from his native hamlet. " It is 
even so, it is even so," muttered the austere man. 
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in a gort of soliloquy, which wae audible enough ti 
reach the ears of Herbert, — " it is even so \ 
youth ! its grief ie keen, but not permanent — likj 
the airy bubbles of a stream, appearing for a mw 
ment, and then vanishing for ever ! It was biri 
yesterday that the tears were bursting from 1 
eyea, as ho thought on the melancholy fate of hi«-^ 
aged parent ; and this morning, a smile is seated 
on his lips, as he traverses the unliallowed pages of 
some profane author — some school-book he has , 
brought along with him to chase away the houra 
of Badness !" 

"Thou mietakest me, holy father," satd Her-l 
bert, raising his eye from the eacred text ; " ■£■ 
thou thinkest that forgetfulucss of a beloved par J 
rent has summoned this smile to my countenance ; 
or if thou thinkest a single night has effaced 8 
sorrow, which nothing uiwn earth can remove. 1 
No; hadst thou known what volume this is, it 1 
would long ere now have chased the gloom from I 
thy countenance also ; and a peace, bright as hea- 
ven, would have lighted up the chambers of thy. J 
troubled soul."' 

"It becomes not, my child," said the monk, "the 
young and inexperienced to obtrude their follies 
on those who are midway on their earthly career, 
and more especially when these relate to what is 
most sacred. But^ pardon me, my eon ; — I d 
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my error — I did thee injustice in charging thee 
with the fault of an unfeeling heart ; but tell me, 
I prythee, what miraculous volume is this, which, 
like the alchemist's touch, can transmute the 
basest metals into the purest, — coo metamorphose 
hell into heaven !" 

"It is the Bible, holy Father," replied the art- 
lesa youth ; " the most precious memento that re- 
mains to me of the piety and worth of a beloved 
father V 

" The Bible !" exclaimed the monk, in suppress- 
ed astonishment ; "I am somewhat anxious to 
glance at a book of which I have often heard, but 
never yet seen; but one, which, let me add, were it 
known to bo within the walla of this monastery, 
would be given as fuel to the flames !'" 

"They might reduce its Itaves,'" said the boy, 
" to ashes, but no flames can over possibly obliter- 
ate from my memory the precious lessons I have 
derived from it. It is from its pages I have learn- 
ed the impossibility of atoning with the tortures 
of the body for the sin of the soul." 

" I will indulge thee, my child, a httle in thy 
foUy. Tell mo now wherein lies thy patent receipt 
for peace to a guilty conscienoe here, and exemp- 
tion from eternal torments hereafter, if it be not 
in keeping the body under subjection f 

" In the Cross of Christ," replied Herbert,— 
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" that crosB which the votaries of thy creed hav< 
emblazoned ou tower and cell, hall and minaret 
but whose essential glories they know nothing of^l 
Night afV«r night thou retireat to thy cell off 
penance and blood, endeavouring to proclaim tixM 
thy spirit, with evury stroke of the loah, 'peaoeifl 
peace,' but has not the only response, thy bosom I 
has ever yet yielded, been the galling confession— 
' there is no peace f wheveaa, tlie Bible tells me^ifl 
there is a peace in the blood of the Redeemer, o 
which all are alike warranted, and alike wel-i 
come to partake. You have only to ask that ilw 
may be given, — to put forth the hand of faith to4 
grasp it, and that moment it may be yours T 

"Hush, hush, my child; thou art wasting thy 
strength in vain: tell, if thou list, those visionary J 
dreams to others ; but now thou apeakest to i 
man who has crimes registered in heaven against<'l 
him, which even a thousand nights of penance 
such as thou hast now witnessed, would be unabla 
to blot out!" 

" True, dear father, we are at one in our the*fl 
ology ; and multiply thy thousand by ten thoa-i 
eand more, and thy guilt would be no nearer ex-r^ 
piated than now, notwithstanding all thy auBteri'4 
ties; but" 

" Be silent, my child," interrupted the ascetic ^9 
"thou art but mockingme. Iknow enough of thaa 
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pangs of a guilty conscience, without needing to 
multiply their horrors. No, no, my eon ; if the 
spirit of Hubert Durand ever breathes the air of 
heaven, it will be by no easier road, than by a Ufe 
of mortification here, and many a century of pur- 
gatory hereafter !" 

" Thou mistakest me, kind father. Look hero," 
etad Herbert, turning over the pages of hia little 
volume, and reading the affecting death scene of 
the malefactor on tho cross : — " Here was a man, 
who, until tho hour that he stood on tho brink of 
eternity, had never so much as wopt one tear of 
penitence, or breathed one prayt-r for mercy. And 
yet /i«, who was denounced by a human tribunal, 
as too guilty to tread the soil of earth, was pro- 
nounced by his dying Lord, as not too guilty to 
tread the soil of heaven. He had only to breathe 
the prayer of faith, ' Lord, remember me ;' and 
that day, that hour, he was with Jesus in para- 
dise!" 

" Hush, my son ; thou wouldst fain delude roe 
with dreams of bliss, and visions of hope, that 
would know no fruition. I must bear the cross, 
ere I can wear the crown. Heaven is not tho easy 
«onqueet thou supposest. The gate of paradise is 
flung open, to a spirit stained vnth such guilt as 
mine, only thi-ough the fires of purification. Nay, 
nay," said he, rising, and a deeper cloud of agoniz- 
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ing remorse darkoaing hia brow, " the vesper bd 
sbull never fiud tliat scourge at rest, until the b 
it lacerates, be the tecaiit of a darker and gloom 
manaion !" 

With these nords he left Herbert for a fei 
minutes alone, to breathe a silent prayer 
God, to guide this unhappy man in the way c 
pe.ice. He soon returned, beai'iug in a wood^ 
trencher some food to break his long fast, althou^ 
sorrow and fatigue had almost made htm forget, 
that it waa nearly twenty-four hours SLDce he h 
taken any refreshment. 

" Our monastery," said the monk, " does no^ 
boaat of the luxuries of lifo. The holy inmatea 
seek no more than what is needful for the su8t»> 
nanoe of the outer tabernacle, and give no com 
nance to the pampering of the Heeh. But si 
thou fortify thy stomach well for the fatigues < 
another journey, with such refreshment as y 
offer, for by the rules of our holy order, it behoi 
that ye take your departure early on tlie marrow J 
Thy presonce here is Eot altogether unattendt 
with danger; but I have made arrangements 1 
accompany thee and thy sister to the confines t 
Geneva, where yo will find hmukeds of your it 
exiles to bid you welcome, and open to you a ku 
lier door tJian ye have found at the Grande Ohi 
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" Talk not so, my generoua benefactor," said 
Herbert. " To thee we owe a debt of gratituda^ 
«^ich I trust this heai4 duty eGtimii,t«s, but which 
I fLfl it can never repay. But prythee, father, 
haet thou inquired how Alice has stood the far 
tigues of her journey ; how has she slept V 

"Ah well as thyself, boy," answered be; "and 

has found in our holy sister, as I antioipated, mora 

a mother than a stranger. Her sleep, however, 

lus been disturbed with dreams of bloody efSgies 

and apparitions. The seenes of the lost week (1 

wtmder Dot at it) have been haunting her brain: 

her shrinks and crifs were distinctly heard by 

■omo of the holy fathers at thoir midnight pray- 

I ers; and this, among other considerations, urges 

the necessity of your departure, as I dread lest 

I these midnight frenzies should rcveiil secrets, which 

I would make this night my last within the^e walla !" 

He placed Itefom Herbert a plate of goat's flesh, 

ome oiird, a piece of coarse bread, some fruits 

gathered frfjui the neighbouring mountains, lettuce 

and water. Ho scantily shared in the latter two 

with his young companiou ; and when the frugal 

I meal was ended, he besought him to make an effort 

I to obtain more repose, as it would be needful for 

I tbor safety to depart that night, so soon as the 

I TMperB were concluded. 

The kind father, having faithfully promised to 
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return in due time, to rouEe him for his jonmej^ 
left him once more to tbo silence of his chambi 
while he himsL'lf went to make tlje requisite pre«fl 
parations for their route. 

" Alas !" said Herbert, as the door closed on his ' 
generous benefactor ; " kind, but deluded fiiend ; 
a heart overflowing with compassion, and deeply 
susceptible of sympathy, but, like the maniac in 
the tombs, going about ' seeking rest, and finding 
none !' looking amid the polluted streams of earth, 
the broken cisterns of nature, for what is to 1 
found only at a nobler fountain. Oh, that I mi^ 
be instrumental in guiding him to that peace, whici 
he will search for in vain within the walls of t 
dungeon t But stay," said he, springing from t: 
couch — some pleasing idea flashing across 
miud ; " I shall venture on the experiment. Yesfl 
it is to Heaven I owe the suggestion, and in Hei 
ven''e strength I shall make the attempt, be thftS 
iasne what it may, a judgment day only can T»iM 
veal." Ho put his hand in his cloak pocket, ant 
drew forth a Bible — the earliest and most valued 
pit of his father, but which had now been supt 
eeded by one still dearer. This he resolved 1 
conceal in some comer of the cell, and ( 
leave it to Giod to discover it to its inmate, or ela 
take an opportunity of apprizing him of the cm 
cumstance in the course of their journey. Aft« 
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searching, he found some nido writing materials, 
with which he wrote on the first leaf, a selection of 
passages which he thought most appropriate to the 
state of mind of his benefactor. He headed the 
list in larger chanwtera than the rest, with that 
touchingly simple gospel antidote to the guilty 
sold, " the blood of Jeans Christ oleanseth from 
all Bin,'" and concluded with an earnest and aETec- 
tionate exhortation, prayerfully to peruse its con- 
tents. Herbert hurried with this precious token 
of his gratitude to the couch where the tnonk slept. 
He placed the little volume under the bricks which 
he used for his pillow ; and, scattering the straw 
into the same disordered condition in which he 
found it, committed his enterprise to Him "who 
tumoth the heart of man, even as he tumeth the 
rivers of water I" 

It was eleven o'clock when the monk re-entered 
his cell, and found Herbert fast asleep. The boy 
started up at the sound of the good father's voice. 
" It is still on hour," said he, " ere we can leave. 
The midnight bell is only about to toll, but I call- 
ed thee thus soon, that thou mightest, if thou 
please, accompany me to vespers. I wit! place 
thee where thy presence will not be discovered ; 
and these midnight devotions may be profitable to 
thy soul, as I trust they will prove to mine, ere 
weproseouto our journey.'" 
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Herbert, fonr days ago, would have recoiled at 
■tiie very idea of being an auditor in such a place ; 
but he thought, at the present Dioment, & refiis^ 
would have betrayed a bigotir to bis own opioiona, 
which would have militated much against the mo- 
oeBB of the little Bcheme, which, a few houre ago, he 
had left in the hands of Providenoo,. Besides, he 
was curious to be the eye-witnese of one of the eeaw-J 
monials of the Romish church ; and DotwitbetaaS- 
ing the niaee of mummery and euperstition whi«h J 
he wae prepared to witnesfl, he thought he could 
confide in the sincerity at least, of these pious, 
though deluded ascetics- Mustering courage, 
therefore, he gave his assent, and followed in ai~ 
lence the footsteps of his conductor. After as- 
cending a flight of steps, he wae led through a siro- 
cession of long arched passages. In the centre of 
one of these, was a low door, by wliich Uie monk 
whispered to him to-enter. "You will find,"" said 
he, " a narrow trap stair, which will conduct you 
to a gallery overlooking the chapel; there, awaitl 
my return at the tormination of the service." I 

Strange and thrilling were the sensations witlll 
which the boy seated himself alone in this sectary 
plaoe. He could see nothing around him but the 
indistinct outline of massive arches, dimly ehoitefl 
upon by the moonbeams, which a cloudier sky, aiu 
thicker atmosphere, had shorn of much of i 
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«tretigtli thoy had exhibited the proceding night. 
Seven or eight dim' sickly tapers, were burning at 
the upper end of tlie chapel, only sufficient to dis- 
oloee a large gilded oruoiiix which surmounted the 
altar. Herbert sat niotionleBs for many minutes, 
before a singlu breath disturbed the solemn still- 
QeB8 that i-oigued around him, and whiuh would 
have led one to suppose it rather a platio for tfas 
dead, than for living Worahippere. At length, the 
low measured tones of the midnight bell, broke 
the silence of the hour. The door under the gal- 
lery opened, and the fathers assembled one by one. 
They first crossed themselves with the consecrated 
water, and after slowly pacing up the chapel with 
B, <lini lantern in their hands, sunk on their knees 
before the figure already mentioned — touching the 
cold pavement with their foreheads, and then re- 
turned each to his appropriated seat. This be- 
ing done, they commenced chanting their vesper 
hymns ; and ft-om the mournful, lugubrious strains 
in which they uttered them, Herbert thought he 
couM almost read the inward disquietude which 
reigned in the bosoms of the deluded votaries. 
An aged father stood in front of the altar, with a 
massive silver chain round hia body, at the end of 
which was suspended a censer of incense, which he 
continued at stated intervals to wave before the 
object of adoration. 



56 



TUE EXILES 



For a full hour the worehippers continued their 
mournful confessions. At length the convent 
gave one solitary toll, the signal of a new day, and 
of the close of their devotions. They rose, and. 
paced in silent procession, like so many spectres,, 
along the passage, towards the door by which they, 
entered, and immediately all was again silent aS' 
death. In a few minutes, Herbert heard the 
voice of Fatlier Bernard, " Haste thee, my child," 
said he, " the mules wait us at the door, ready for 
our departure ; speak not a word, hut eilonttf 
low me." So saying, they stole softly along 
passage by which they had entered, and obt^ef 
a readier outlet at the convent gate than they 
received admission. 

Herbert found Alice already seated on the p^ 
tient animal that had borne her so weJl through 
the previous part of her journey, and which pawed 
the ground, aa if to assure his burden of his reodi^; 
nesa for farther service, notwithstanding the for. 
tigues of the past, Herbert had only tune to 
press, first the hand of his dear sister, in token of 
his joy at being again at the side; and then that, 
of the old lady who still held her bridle, whispering 
into her ear a heartfelt expression of gratitude for 
her kindness, when the little cavalcade was onoe 
more in motion. 

After four days and a half of fatiguing journey 
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throDgh many a deeolate glen, and across many a 
bleak and barren mountain path, where they en- 
countered perils and difficulties which it would 
encroach on the sequel of our story to enumerate, 
the travellers had reached a gentle eminence, 
immediately under the rugged peaks of the Jura 
range, overlooking a panorama of wonders, to this 
day the admiration of every traveller. The mist, 
that had till now obscured the landscape, rose liks 
a curtain from their feet — the glorious orb of day 
had risen high in the firmament, and was pouring 
a 8ood of glory over rock and meadow, plain and 
mountain — his rays seemed to have metamorphosed 
into molten gold the broad expanse of water which 
lay sleeping in unnifflt'd stillness at their feet, and 
the beautiful \-ilIa9 that lined its banks were mir- 
rored in a thousand reflections in the glassy waters. 
A magnificent Alp soared majestically in the dis- 
' tance above the rest of the landscape, and ap- 
peared to the eyes of Herbert and Alice, a giant 
to any of their native mountains, the guardian 
spirit of a scene which seemed rather to have been 
ionjured up by the wand of an enchanter, than to 
I wear the " sober livery^' of nature. The bells of a 
I cathedral, whose towers peeped above the valley 
I below, were pealing their melodious chimes over 
I this fairy domain; and when, a few steps farther 
I on, they beheld the smoke and heard the distant 
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liura of a busy city, they had no difficulty in 
covering that they were about to ent«r the gal 
of lovely, Protestant trKNEVA ! 

" Here we must etop," said the monk ; " aafej 
forbids that I go farther — but ye will find hundrt 
within yonder gntea, ivady to welcome you, 
to impart butter counsels and abler aaBietaooe 
a eecluded monk. Farewell, then,'' said he, 
t«ar starting in his eye, " farewell ; may the i 
of your fathers guide you in peace! I have an 
terest in your welfare, which you know not of; 
there is a tic which binds you to my soul, wUeb 
is shared by no other who breathes the air of ' 
polluted world/' 

The grateful children embraced thrir kind 
liverer, and loaded him with many aseuraocee 
the depth and sincerity of their gratitude, 
was just about to leave, when Herbert once moi 
addressed him. " Dear father," said the boy^ 
" thy kindness has indeed been like that of 
rent, and I feel at this moment all the bittemoea 
of being for a second time orphaned; but 
shall this head repose on its nightly pillow, with- 
out sending np a prayer of gratitude to Heaven 
having sent us such a benefactor, and a prayer 
that benefactor's eternal we.il; thy kindness 
not pass unnoticed nor uiu-ewarded by I^Iim who 
hath said, that ' whosoever shall give even a cup 
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of ooid water to a disciple, shall not lose hia re- 
ward.' Although thy love," continued he, " ad- 
mits of no earthly rismuneration, even had it been 
mine to give, yet I was unwilling to quit thy hum- 
ble cell, without leaving behind me some token of 
my gratitude, some memorial of my affection. It 
so happened, that I hod in my poesesston, one tit- 
tle gem, whose value I will leave to thyself to esti- 
mate. When thou retumest to thy chamber, re- 
move the bricks thou hast plaeed for a pillow to 
thy couch, and underneath thou wilt find this "pearl 
of great price,' brighter far than ever glittered on 
mitred heads, or in kingly diadems." 

" Thy gift, my child," said the monk, " thou 
mighteet better have bestowed on those who are 
8till enamoured with the tinsel glitter of the world's 
vanities. The brightest and costliest of earthly 
gems, are utterly valueless to one whose worldly 
desires and prospects are now bounded by the walla 
of hia oioister; but I feel, and duly npprecittte the 
motite which has induced thy kindnesa, and I shall 
preserve it for thy sake. Farewell — fareweU !" 
With these words, they each took their different 
paths — the monk, with his docile charge, to the val- 
leys of Dauphiny — the young Vaudois to the city, 
whieh formed a temporary rendezvous for many of 
Iheir exiled countrymen. 




ScAKS an boor bud elapsed, eii 
tbctr kind nodnctor, wlien oar Toim^ fngitiTC 
had amved at the «wt«ni gate of Q«neva- 
fTossvd by a diaic-bcidge the deep moat which ear- 
nMtnds the city, uid which ia fed bj the waters of 
the Rhone; and the Haitinet who pa>ced io front oS 
the tuAsd're arehwaT coat^oted faim^lf with be* 
stowing a passing glaiM^ on the etrangers, and 
[M'nitittt.'d them to enter onrhallenged. 

Had it bo«n at any other time, the Dovel Rght; 
of a bnstUng town, and particulariy one ennobled' 
by «o ui&iiy hallowed associatioDR. would not have 
hevm thrown away, on ench minds us those of 
twrt and his sister. Tbey had often liatened 
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with delight to the noble etrugglea which Geneva 
had made for civil and religious liberty, recounted 
at the fireside of thoir father's dwelling. And 
their young and ardent imaginations would have 
rejoiced to linger in a plaee cooscoratod by bo 
many illustriouB dead. But other and gloomier 
thoughts, now occupied their boaoms. They were 
exiled wanderers — in a land of strangers — torn 
from the embrace of their dearest friends— severed 
from the land of their birth, with a dreary world 
and a dark futurity before them. With dejected 
hearts, they wound their way through the streets 
— a solemn Htillneaa reigned around — and they re- 
joiced to find, that there were other spots, besides 
their own valleys, where the God of the Sabbath 
received the homage due to him, on that day of 
saored rest, which he liad peculiarly set apart as 
his own. 

The dress and ai)pearance of the young orphans 
— unlilce that of their unhappy fellow exiles, who 
had been subjected, in the. course of their journey, 
to the endurance of mils from which, by a kind 
providence, they had been happily exempted — did 
not reveal them to be fellow-sufFerora, else a hun- 
dred arms would have been out-stretched to wel- 
come them, the moment they entered the city. 
The oompassion manifested by the Geneveee to 
these wretched wanderers, affords a pleading relief 
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to the mind, in the midst of the contemplation dm 
their aggravated sufferings. Crowds of the inluf I 
bitanta iiocked daily to the bridge of the Arve, to I 
conduct the fugitives to the comfort and ehelterof ■ 
a home. And hard indocd must that heart haT« I 
been, which could refuse to be melted at the speo* 1 
tacle of wretchedness which wa« there disclosed. 
Some arrivL'd at the gates of this " city of rofuge" 
only to expire! Some sunk exhausted iii tlie armS:l 
of their protectors — the tongues of othefs weHtl 
benumbed with cold, so that they were unable tofl 
epeak — not a few were half naked and coveradfl 
with disease — the hands fell paraiyaed, which were 
stretched out to receive proffered ehai'ity; and what 
was more dreaded still — few there were who ha4 
not l^t behind them beloved relatives to perish m. J 
the snow, and be the food of wiM boaste! Eighty-T 
six in a single company, wore engulphed by a tem^-1 
pest on Mont Conia, in one living tomb; and it ii 
recorded of some merchants, who afterwards cross- 1 
ed the mountain, that they saw the bodies of tbs I 
unhai)py mothers, preserved by the intense oold,,l 
still clasping their babes in their arrOs ! 

But to return. The young fugitives, in olw 
ence to the directicms of the monk, bent their stepin 
towards the cathedi'al, within wliose walls th^ 
deemed it more than probable they ^ould find 
MBe of tJieh* couutiymen, holding communion with 
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the God of thoir fathers. As they wound their 
way up a steep lane, OTer-arched by the projecting 
houses, the ear of Alice caught the faint melody 
of a number of voices above. The sounds seemeii 
familiar to her — and yet, from the change of scene, 
and the many conflicting emotions that were then 
agitating her bosom, it was many minutes before 
she recognized a hymn of her native valleys, and 
one'which had often oheered her suifering fore- 
fathers in the hour of persecution. With lieartf 
overflowing with joy and gratitude towanis that 
God who had proved himself once more, as in all 
their past afflictions, to be "a present help in 
trouble," they eagerly mounted the narrow stair, 
which conducted them to this conventicle. In an 
instant they reached the door. Herbert had his 
hand on the lock, ready to throw himself in the 
embrawj of his friends, but he thought it advisable 
to repress his feelings fur a little, and continue a 
hetener, until the worshippers had concluded their 
devotions. 

It is only those, who know, from experience, 
what it is for the orphaned — ^friendless — exiled — 
to be welcomed once more to tlie embrace of long- 
loet relatives, who can appreciate the feelings with 
which the fatherless children of Eodolph Vinson 
listened to the voices of their exiled brethren, as 
is sweet oonoert tliey sung the following verses:^ 
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From our homes and altars driven, 

Doom'd to roam, an exiled race. 
Still we lift our eyes to Heaven, 

Lord, be thou our dwelling place ! 

What though earthly joys forsake us. 

Severed from the friends we love. 
The hour is nigh, that shall awake us, 

To the endless joys above ! 

Martyr'd spirits ! gone before us. 

Noblest of the heavenly throng. 
Soon we hope to join your chorus. 

Share your crown, and swell your song I 

Then ^ all sorrow and all sighing, 

Shall for ever flee away," 
Tears exchang'd for bliss undying, 

Darkness, for eternal day ! 

When the hymn was concluded, Herbert could 
no longer forbear. He opened the door of the 
humble apartment. In a moment the orphans 
were in the embraces of their beloved friends, un- 
able for a time to utter a word, amid the mingled 
tears of joy and sorrow. The " small upper 
room,^' in which, like the apostles of old, this per- 
secuted remnant had met for secret communion, 
contained about a dozen individuals, varying in 
age, but all possessing the conmtion characteristic 
of being the children of suffering and sorrow, — on 
whom famine and disease had left the trace of 
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their ravages, and were hurrymg not a few to the 
grave. Herbert and Alice rejoiced to find that 
many of the dearest and moet valued friends of 
their childhood, had been spared to be the comfor- 
ters and oonipaniona of their exile. 

There was one of their number, however, whose 
presence kindled, in the hearts of our young fugi- 
tives, a glow of intense delight, — one, who had 
been their father's unwearied friend in his adver- 
sity as well as prosperity, in his sorrows as well as 
his joys, — on whom the venerable patriarch had 
leaned as a counsellor in his declining years, and 
■who, by his affectionate kindness and exalted piety, 
had contributed much in binding up the wounds 
of a spirit that bled under deeper and more 
poignant sorrows, than often full to the lot of 
humanity to experience. He was a man who had 
reached the prime of life, whoso muscular frame, 
manly countenance, and dark penetratmg eye, 
under the disadvantages of a poor and humble 
attire, bespoke something far above the average of 
human character. The samecloudof sorrow, which 
vaa seated on the faces of his companions, mantled 
his lofty brow, — and yet, withal, there was a bland 
resignation in his countenance, which told at once 
whence he looked for an antidote to his afflictions, 
and a permanent resting place from the troubles 
and the trials of an agitated world. 
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Saeh was Henri Amaud, — the peasant hero of 
a hundred battles, — one of those champions that 
appear from tunt< to time on the theati-e of the 
church, — appointed by its Great He^d for iSw 
vindication of hie own cause, and the delivery of 
his oppreaawi people, — and who was destined 
shortly to be the leader of an achievement, to 
which the muae of history, though she has almost 
loft it unrecorded, can adduce no parallel. 

Close at his side, there eat a young man, with a 
younger sister, bearing a striking resemblance to 
him we have described. Ferdinand and Ju^ 
Amaud were the orphan children of his deceased 
brother, who had been deprived of maternal as 
well a» paternal care in their infancy, and had 
been consigned to the guardianship of the fiiture 
dchverer of his race. They had been the iutimat« 
companions of Herbert and Alice from their earli- 
est childhood, — they hacl eat together in the same 
village school, — they had shared its hours of inno- 
cent recreation,— and tho happiest mtmients of 
their lives had been spent in climbing together the 
sylvan heights of Villar or Angrogna, — in gather- 
ing the wild fruits or flowers of tho mountain, — 
or in following the goats in their rocky paths. It 
may be imagined, therefore, what the feeHngs of 
both must have been, when they found themsdvoB 
once more, united in advi»«)ty, as they bad tar- 
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inerly been in prosperity, — mutual Boothors and 
comforters of oa*h other's sorrows, — aa they had 
formerly boiin helpers together of each other's 
joys. 

" Welcome, welcome, my beloved children," 
said Amaud, as, with a gush of parental tender^ 
nese, he locked by turns the wanderers in his arms, 
and pressed their cheeks with his lips. " A gra- 
oious God has heard our prayers, and disap- 
pointed our feurs. But — but — " continued he, hia 
tongue faltering as he struggled to ascertain tlio 
melanoholy truth, which his doop emotion shewed 
he fully anticipated, — " where — where is ."' 

" I know, I know," replied Herbert, the tears 
rolling profusely down his cheek ; — " He is sjife, 
though in no earthly tenement ; the Alpine anowe 
are the home of his body, — heaven that of his spi- 
rit ! His suftbrings are now at an end, and hia 
sepulchre, though one of rude stones, is not in a 
lacd of exile, but within sight of his native valleys, 
almost within hearing of his own Sabbath-bell !'" 

** Rodolph Vinson in a cold grave !" exclaimed 
Amaud, fetching a sigh from the lowest depths 
of his bosom, — his lips quivering as he spoke. 
'* Had the ruthteea foe no pity on his grey locks 
and furrowed brow ? Did the serene and heaven- 
ly lustre of his eye not kindle a glow of sjTupathy 
' in the iron-hearted oppresaors if But (itod's will 
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be done, His way and hia will are always \ 
best, ' The Lord gave, and the Lord hath tak< 
away, blessed for ever be the name of the Lord V 
Be comforted, be comforted, my beloved child," 
said he, turning to Alice, whoao wounded hea 
was now bleeding afresh ; " dry up these tears i 
unavailing sorrow. ' Weep not ; he ia not dea 
but sleepeth.' Yea, weep not ; he ia not dead, b 
liveth ! Gkid's way ofton seems to be 'in the a 
and his path in the deep waters, and his judgraenl 
unsearchable ;' but we know that all his dealings 
are dictated by unerring wisdom und unohangeable 
love ; and where we cannot trace, let i 
' Weeping may endure for the night, but , 
eometb in the morning;' that blessed i 
when the unfolding of the roll of providence will 
put to ailenee every murmur, explain every mys- 
tery, and bring every tongue to confess, that the 
' Lord was righteous in all his ways, and holy in 
all his works!"" 

" Yes," said Herbert, taking up the pious 
strain of his affectionate friend, " we are in the 
hands of a ' God of love,' who haa a ' need be' iq 
every chastisement; nay, whose afflictions ■ 
blessings in disguise, and who has pledged bis ow| 
word, that he ' afflicts not willingly." The sad b 
reavement we now deplore, is doubtless o 
' all thinga' that work together for good to then 
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that love Him, designed to lead our hearts up 
from the creature to the Creator, — from earth to 
Heaven, — from time to eternity !" 

"Dearest boy," said Amaud, "thou hast be- 
taken thyself to the only refuge tltat can avail 
thee in such an hour ae this ; and thou wilt find 
resignation to the divine will, the softest pillow 
Dpon which thou canst repose. Full well do I 
know, how hard it is, for the rebellious spirit, 
meekly to acquiesce in the rectitude of Jehovah's 
dealings, to kiss the rod that smites, and adore 
the hand which lays low ! But ' He that spared 
not his own Son, but freely gave him up to the 
death for us all ; how shall ho not with him also 
freely give ua all things V Yes, my children, lift 
yonr eyes to the cross of Christ, and every doubt 
must be removed,— every repining silenced, — eveiy 
murmur overborne; for, one glance there, will read 
to you the utter impossibility of tJod's withhold- 
ing any requisite blessing within the compass of 
Omnipotence to bestow, or sending one trial that 
is unneeded, — one affliction that might be spared! 
You are bereaved of the kindest and most affeo- 
tionate of earthly parents ; but, remember the 
parting promise of Him who said, '/ will not 
leave you orphans — I will come unto you.'" 

" And our heavenly Father," said Herbert, 
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tyi He made hiniGelf knonn im the ' shield of thd 
stranger, and the stay of tliu oqihans ^ and gave 
UB to experience the truth of the Psalmist's doclor 
ration, ' When my father and mother forsake 
then the Lord will take me up!'" 

Here Herbert rainutely detailed the wonderful 
interposition of an overruling Providence, in pro- 
viding for tbem, in the bitterest hour of their sor- 
row, a fiiend and pi-otector, who hail guided them 
in safety through perils and dangers which they 
themselves could not possibly have surmounted. 

The little group listened with intense interest to 
tlie touching narrative; lifting up at intervals their 
heaxts in devout thankfulness to Him, whose 
waa 80 strikingly viuble in the rescue of the 
phans. 

Amaud, in his turn, recoimted the fearful 
bination of dangers and cruelties which he and 
fellow-exiles had encountered on their Alpine jour- 
ney; willing to endure every thing, rather than 
submit to purchase immunity from sutfering, by 
doing homage at the altars of their antichristi 
oppressors. Many of hia surviving companioi 
had, two days before, proceeded 
Switzerland, while he and the lit 
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I oontinucd at Geneva, had purposely delayed, in 
I liopes of hearing Bome tidings of their venerated 
I friend. 

He was desirous, if possible, of prosecuting hia 

[ route ou the morrow, in expectation of finding a 

I pennanent residence for the winter among the 

I Prot^Btant valleys of Berne ; or if not, that they 

I Bught proceed, before the rigours of the season lu- 

f <B«seed, to the duchy of Ertmdeuburg or some 

I ot^r part of Germany, where a safe asylum had 

a thrown open to the persecuted Protestants. 

leeides, he was unwilling to widen the dis- 

I taooe between the place of his exile and his native 

I TOUeys; a», even at that dark moment, there slum- 

' bered in the bosom of this brave man, the embryo 

ol the enterprise, which he was one day destined 

HO gloriously to achieve. When they had each 

concluded the narrative of their sutterings, and 

' once more united together in offering the thanks- 

I giving of grati-'ful hearts to their common Father, 

r the little baud dispersed to their respective resi- 

donees, to permit their two young friends to eiyoy 

le refreshment after the fatigues of the preced- 

\ iag night, and that they might all be in readiness, 

f 4t the apptuuted hour in the morning, for again 

} Bating out on their wanderings. 

The dawn of day found the remnant of the 
L Woldeneian exiles gliding along the deep blue 
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waters of lake Lenian. The faoilitics of travelling 
were not then equal to those of the nineteenth 
century. The miraelea of Watt *had not jet 
brought Geneva within a few hours' distance of the 
other end of the lake; nor had Napoleon, the 
perial road-maker," left the trophies of his po' 
on the Alpine barriers of Switzerland. The 
of the first day was oceupied in traversing the 
lake. But the time was not allowed by Arnand 
to pass nnprofitably away — every object of inani- 
mate nature, from the countless combinations 
around, seemed to ministor to his reflecting mind 
motives of resignation, and grounds of conaolatioa 
and hope. If he saw his desponding companione 
sinking under gloomy anticipations of the future, 
he would point to the loveliness of the land- 
scape around, — the smiling plains and crowning 
vintage, — the verdant pastures and varied enam^ 
of the mountain sides, as pledges and 
that "if Giod so clothe tho grass of the field,' 
much more will he throw the arm of proteotioik' 
over his defenceless children. Or, again, he would 
point to the everlasting mountains, as the emblems, 
which He himself has selected, of the perpetuity of 
his love, when he assures his disconsolate people, 
that sooner shall " the mountains depart and the 
hills be removed, than his kindness bo taken from 
them, or the covenant of his peace removed I" As 
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Pbey paaeed the sobtary towers of Chillon, he re- 

inded them of those who had been immured for 

ihe oause of truth within its dark dungeons, and 

from their endurance of suffering, which issued in 

the ultimate triumph of their cause, he read to his 

rapaatons the lesson of patience under their pre- 

mt tribulations, and inspired them with the hope 

uit Ood would yet, ill his onu good time and way, 

!■' turn again their captivity." 

" See," said he, as they reached the termination 
f the lake, and beheld the Bhone rolling his rapid 
i into its calm hoa.im, "how dark! how turgid 
eae sullen waters ! how diEForent from those 
B this morning beheld, emerging from the lake, 
I which there was not otm foul spot to bedim 
fheir transparent loveliness ! and yet they are 
! waters of ooo and the same stream. They 
Biter muddy and polluted, — they come forth pure 
B oryBtal ! Is it not even so with God's dealings 
rith hia people I He afflicts, only to purify ! he 
lees 'his waves and his billows to roll over 
' only that we may be freed from our polhi- 
ub', washed of our defilements, and come out 
purer and hoher than before. We enter, soiled 
and darkened with the ingredients of earth ; vre 
emerge, reflecting the image of heaven ! Oh, yes !" 
intinued he, " let us acknowledge tlie rectitude 
|f Jehovah's dealings in the midst of our present 
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trials : ' Many waters may have come into our 
souk ;' ' the floods may havn lifted up their voice, 
the floods may have Ufted up their waves ;' * but 
thu Lord on high is mightier than the noise of many 
waters.' For years to come, we may be doomed 
to sit ia sackcloth, and pine in captivity. Bat it 
will not be always so,—' God will yet arise and 
have mercy upon our Zion ;' and cause us, like yon- 
der river, to emerge from the billows of persecution, 
with purer hearts and more ardent love, to uprear 
the altars of truth in the land of our fathers !" 

We shall not attempt to follow the little band 
through their tedious journey, or enumeFate the 
difhculties they had to encounter in a land in 
which they were strangers. To facihtate their 
chance of obtaining a permanent dwelling, they 
thought it prudent to divide into separate com- 
panies; — the greater number proceeding in the 
direction of Thun, and the neighbouring villages : 
while Amaud, Ferdinand, and Julia, along with 
our two young orphans, directed thoir steps by a 
nearer road to the village of Lauterbrunnea. 

It was on the evening of the sixth day, from 
their leaving Geneva, that the five pilgrim woJi- 
derers were wending their way along one of those 
peaceful and secluded valleys in the Bernese Ober- 
landa, which are surrounded by the snow-white 
sumnuts of the Wengom, the Jungfrau, aiul the 
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Sohreokhom. By an attempt to shorten the 
leagues which intervened between them and the 
place of their intendtil lodgment for the night, 
they had miased their path, and the ebadows of 
evening were beginning to fall before they had time 
to retrace their steps. Amaud looked around, in 
Tain, to discover some habitation in thia desolate 
fipot ; but he resolved once more, in the midst of 
bis perplexity, to oast himself on the kind Provi- 
dence that had so wonderfully eustained them in 
the past ; and it was not long before the experi- 
ence of the Psalmist was made their own : ^' They 
inuidered in the wildemeaa in a solitary way, — 
tbey found no habitation to dwell in ; hungry and 
'tiurety, their soul fainted within them ; then they 
cried unto the Lord in their trouble, and he saved 
feheni out of their distrossea !" They hod proceed- 
ed only a few steps, when, on the slope of the op- 
posite hill, at the bottom of a thick forest of 
pines, the eye of Arnaud was attracted by a glim- 
mering light in a lonely chalet ; thither ho resolv- 
ed, at onco, to bend his steps, and throw himself 
and his friends for the night on the hospitality of 
ita inmates. 

This humble abode, whose wicket-gate they 
apeedily reached, appeared to be the solitary occu- 
pant of the valley. Even in their exhausted state, 
with the twilight glimpse they obtained, the 
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young people could not help admiring the sunple I 
beauty of its architecture, — its wooden walla, com- i 
posed of small blocks of fir transversely cut,- 
rustio windows, almost hid from view with honey- 
suckle, ivy, and jasmine, — its projecting roof 
supported by pillars of native pine, — and tbel 
tasteful garden, with its perennial fountain, nhich^ 
bubbled up at the foot of an aged tree, and n 
mured down into the valley below. It is not un- 
usual, in the Swiss cottages, to have a sentiment or 
inscription carved above the entrance or doorway ; i 
and from these external mottos, the character of J 
the inmates may frequently be inferred. If A 
naud approached this humble chalet with a trem 
loua heart, apprehensive lest his request might b 
met with a negative; it may be imagined how em 
boldened he was, in demanding admittance, 
he cast his eyes on the rude letters which sui 
mounted the portico, and read the invitation o 
the pious Sjiian : " Come in, thou blessed of th^f 
Lord ; wherefore standest thou vrithout f 

His first knock was answered by the bark of a dog, -I 
followed by a voice, apparently that of a female, whofl 
demanded, from within, the errand of the strangera. 1 
" A few unhappy exiles," was the reply, " from the ] 
Protestant valleys of Piedmont, who have been I 
driven from their native hearths for their attaoh-J 
ment to the faith of their fathers, and who havingn 
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deviated frora their path, seek to claim for a 
single night the Chiisttan hospitality of those 
within ; or, if that be impossible, to obtain direc- 
tion in recovering their lost road." 

The door was immediately opened, and a woman, 
past the middle of life, welcomed the strangers. The 
interior of the cottage was such as was to be ex- 
pected from its external aspect; — the furniture was 
of the eimploat description, — the walls were deci)- 
rated with some trophies of the chase, — a few books 
were scattered on the shelves of a rustic cupboard, 
the lai^st of which had found its way into the hands 
of the only other tenant of the cot, who was seated 
by the side of a blazing fire, and drinking in, from 
the well-worn pages of the volume, those eternal 
truths which time cannot impair. He was arrayed 
in a shepherd's garb, and, from the grey hairs that 
mingled with the auburn locks wliich fell over hia 
shoulders, appeared to have paaaed consider- 
ably the prime of manhood. He had just finished 
his frugal meal, and its remains had been con- 
signed to the faithful companion of his mountain 
toils, who was too intensely occupied with this 
well-earned recompense of his day's labours, to 
signify his acquiescence in the kind welcome which 
had been bestowed on the travellers. 

Arnaud did not require to be long in the com- 
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pany of this frugal pair, before lie was able to die- , 
cover, that though to him entire atrangere, they 
were related by a nobler aJid more enduring than 
any earthly bond. 

Albert and Marietta Peyraoi, were two of the 
many OhriBtian peasants who are still to be found '. 
among the lonely mountains and valleys of Swit- 
zerland, who, uncontaminatod by the faahionH of 
the world, spend their simple lives between their 
flocks and their God ; and to whom the want of 
the society of earth, is more than compensated by 
a nearer and more intimate communion with Hear ^ 

Such refreshment as they poseessed, was 
spread by the kind shepherdess before her ex- 
hausted guests. Her husband listened with de- 
vout interest to the affecting story of Amaud re- 
garding his persecuted race, — the more so, as, from 
n rofi'rence to the genealogical leaf of his Bible, he 
shewed his own descent from a WaJdeneian ances- 
try ; — their deeds of heroism had often been re- 
oounted to him in his childhood, from the lips of 
his father, — often had they formed the subject of 
his lonely meditations, while tending his flock on ^ 
the mountain side ; and one of the few objects of 
ambition which dwelt in the heart of the shepherd ' 
of Lauterbmnnen, was the desire of making a pil- 
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grima^ to these Bechided yoilvys, and of behold- 
ing, with his own eyei, the spots which had been 
watered with the blood of his sires. 

Not many diiya had been spent at the little cot- 
tage, bcifore the hearts of the etrangers became eo 
knit to one another, tbat, at the earnest eolicita- 
tion of their pious hosts, the fugitives resolved to 
nmke the chalet of Lauterbninnen their home. 
The adjoining forest contributed some of its no- 
blest treasures to add to its accommodation ; and 

e exiles seemed, for a while at least, to forget 
their misfortunes and the gloomy themes which 
had haunted them for weeks past, as they busted 
themaolvos in preparation for their winter dwell- 
ing. Month after month rolled away, and time 
only served to increase the gratitude of the wan- 
derers to an overruling Providence, for having di- 
rected thfflf steps to so tranquil an abode. Morn- 
ing and evening, the hyran of praise rose from its 
walls; and had Arnaud been animated by no higher 
principlia than his own comfort and that of bia fa- 
mily, Villar and Angrngna would probably have 
been forgotten amid the loveliness of this Httle 
paradise, and the Christian sympathies of its 
primitive inhabitants. But his own noble nature, 
no lees than hia religion, taught bim to look be- 
yond self, and the narrow sphere of personal inter- 
ests. He oould not forget that there were hun- 
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dreds still pining in the dungeons of SardiDia, 
— many fellow exiles etill wandering without a 
home, — and what was more galling still, the light 
of truth, which had burned with unsullied lustre, 
through a past millenium, on their native altara^.i 
was now quenched and extinguished by the hop-'j 
rors of papal darkness I His patriotic spirit could' 
not brook the thought of remaining in selfish un- 
concern, a passive spectator of the aggravated 
wrongs of his race, without making a single effort: 
to vindicate their cause, and rescue them froi 
their unjust and cruel oppression. 

Accordingly, in thei spring of the following year, 
Arnaud absented himself for a little from the pel 
of his mountain home, and, in company with Cap- 
tain Besson of La Tom-, a brother in esile, visited 
the fugitives who were scattered in Germany and 
Holland, and provided for those who were still in 
destitution. After having completed their bene- 
volent pilgrimage, they resolved, before returning 
to the valleys of Switzerland, to lay the subject of 
their grievances at the feet of the king of Holland. 

Wilham, Prince of Orange, was at that time 
residing at his palace at the Hague. If he did not 
stand alone among the monarchs of Europe, as 
the defender of the oppressed Protestants, he at 
least proved himself, since the death of the Pro- 
tector of England, to be their most aiooere and 
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xealouB, aa well as their most powerful intercessor. 
His oompaasion for the sufferers was increased, by 
hifl hatred of the perfidy of him who was the 
author of their wrongs ; and to humble the haughty 
spirit, and curb the intolerant ambition of Louis 
of France, fonned his reigning passion. That his 
sympathy for the persecuted, however, and his 
hostility to the persecutor, were dictated by a 
nobler and purer motive than the desire of hum- 
bling a rival, is evident from his faithful and un- 
f flinching adherence to their cause, when prosperi- 
ty had placed him beyond tho intrigues of those 
I of whom ho was formerly jealous, by adding to his 
hereditary dominions the royal sceptro of England. 
Seldom did he listen to the tale of suffering 
with such deep emotion, as to that of Amaud and 
his companion regarding their countrymen. Often 
[ had he desired to learn more of the history of the 
ixtraordinary race, which, for a succession of 
I ages, had braved undaunted the storms of perse- 
[ oution ; and as the humble mountaineer rccount- 
1 ed, in his hearing, the merciless cruelties and 
I Banguiuary horrors that had attsnded their late 
I exile, chords of sympathy were touched in the royal 
I bosom, which never vibrated before. He exhort- 
Ked them to a patient endurance of their present 
I wrongs, and encouraged them in the hope of be- 
liog restored ere long to their ancient possessions. 
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A portion of his own territories was appropriated 
to those of the fugitives who were still without a 
home; and Amaud was liberally furnished with 
money for the supply of the more urgent necessi- 
ties of his brethren. William took an accurate 
memorandum of his interview with the represen- 
tatives of the innocent race ; and, on his subse- 
quent exaltation to the throne of Britain, shewed 
the sincerity of his repeated assurances of favour, 
by renewing the munificent benefaction originally 
granted by Cromwell from the national treasury, 
" for the assistance and relief of the suflfering Pro- 
testants of Piedmont;'* 

But we must now pass over the events of several 
succeeding months, and present our readers with a 
change of scene. 

• See Appendix, Note C. 
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Till p<:raiM;utii>ii rlraggeil thi'tu iuto fuae, 

And cliBBed Ihein up lo heaven. Their ashes Sev 

No nuible tells aa whither. With thsir names 

No bard emludms and saDutifieH his aaag. 

And hiBtorj'i so wanu on other themes. 



Om the 16th of August, 1689. in the depths of a 
forert, which Rtwtched along the shores of Lake 
Leman, between Nion and ilolle, a band of intre- 
pid adventurers bad mustered together at night- 
fall. Their plafle of rendezvous was a dell, in 
the centre of this secluded retreat, surrounded 
by a dense covering of oopao and brushwood, 
whose sileneo waa disturbed, only by the murmur- 
ing of a little stream, which gurgled through the 
valley. The moonbeams, which struggled througli 
the thick branches of the surrounding pines, dis- 
closed partial glimpses of the persons and eoun- 
tenances of those, who composed this nocturnal 
assemblage. On the fragment of a, rock that 
steinm«3d tho current of the rivulet, stood an indi- 
vidual, muffied in a coarse martial cloak. On 
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either side of him, reclined two athletic fignres;! 
each holding a flambeau in his hand, which threw! 
a lurid glare on the swarthy countenance of thai 
speaker. His raven locke hung in confusion ovecl 
his shoulders ; and his eye kindled into lustre, aaM 
he addressed the listening throng, who seemed, at I 
every sentence, to imbibe tlie same enthuBiaam,.J 
which animated their leader. 

Need wo say, that this midnight convocation, I 
was composed of the scattered remnant of the exiled,! 
Waldenses, — sighing to return once more to theur I 
native hearths; with their intrepid champion, th©! 
patriotic, the daimtless, the pious, Henri Amaudil 

For nearly two years, they had enjoyed, amid! 
the sequestered retreat* and villages of Switzer-a 
land, a respite from the sword of persecution ; and! 
their brethren of a common faith, seemed to rival I 
one another in compassionating the fugitives, I 
soothing their sorrows, relieving their sufferings, J 
and binding up the wounds which the loss of I 
friends, and the crudty of foes, had inflicted. 

But the kindness of friends, the hospitality of | 
strangers, and the free toleration of their religion, ] 
could not atone for the want of their native homes. J 
The bleak mountains of Jura, or oven the giganlio j 
Alps of Berne, had to them no grandeur, when I 
compared with the savage wonders of Pragelas or I 
St Martin. Geneva, nith its verdant banks;, it» J 
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rioh plains, and varied loveliness, had in their eyes 
nothing attractive, when they thought of the «ne8, 
and pasturages, and grassy meads, of Villar or 
Angrogna. The massive towers of its cathedral, 
bore no aspect half so beautiful, as the lowly roof 
of their mountain " temples."* The deep tones of 
its organ, and the solemn chimes of its Sabbath 
bell, were music that seemed tame in their ears, 
when they thought of the sweet and artless melody, 
which rose from the sanctuaries of their fathers. 

And besides the thought of their own exile, their 
blood ran cold, while they remembered that " the 
holy and beautiful houses, where they and their 
&thers worshipped," were now made the temples 
of antichrist; their lowly altars laid waste; and the 
idolatrous pageantry of Rome, planted in their 
stead! The lofty spirits of these mountaineers, 
could endure personal suffering and degradation, 
but they could not brook the thought of sacrilegi- 
ous rites, and popish ceremonies, polluting the 
spots that were hallowed by all that was dear to 
them. They resolved on death, rather than stand 
tamely by, to be tho silent spectators of the out^ 
rage. The mortiul spirit of Arnaud had kindle<l 
the flame. It spread with the rapidity of a confla- 
gration, " Death or our hearths!" wus the crj- 



* Tbe name bj' nMcb the W«Jd9nBes desigiute lliMr diurebM. 
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that burst from a thousand hearts; who vowed 
with uplifted hands, that their subres should not 
retom to thuir eoabbartls, till they had plucked the 
standards of the Romish faith from their altars, 
and caused tho banner of truth, again to wave on I 
their mountain strongholds! 

Their prudenco, however, was not, at first, eqnal | 
to their enthusiasm : twice hod they already at- 
tempted to rally their little squadron, and march, 
sword in hand, to theii- native valleys; but on both 
occasiona they liad been defeated by the vigilance 
of their foes, and compelled to abandon the enter- i 
prisii. One unhappy consequence resulting from 
the failure, was the strengthening of the Savoyard 
troops tliat guarded the frontier; thus adding to 
the difhculties of a succeeeful return. i 

But disappointmonts and diSiculties, could not 
shake the faith of those, who knew that their 
swords were drawn in a righteous cause. They 
felt confident, that the Lord of Hosts was on their 
side, and would crown their faithful legion with 
victory ; and that if they fell, their martyred 
blood should not crimson the snowH of the moun- 
tain, unnoticed, or unrecorded, in the book of 
Heaven ! 

Add to this, they now possessed, what on the two 
former occasions was wanting, a leader, on whose 
matured experience and sound judgment, they 
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could thoroughly rely. Amaud was one of those 
uncommon characters, who have from time to time 
appeared in the world, suited to the peculiar exi- 
gencies of the timee ; and combining with the no- 
bler graces of the Christian, fortitude, ardour, and 
indomitable perseverance. A meek child of (Jod 
at the domestic hearth ; a dauntlesi champion in 
the hour of danger ; preferring for the nurture of 
his spiritual graces, the quiet of the closet, the 
undisturbed peace of a sequestered life; but equally 
ready, if need be, to maintain his Master s cause 
in the tented field, in the den, or the cavern, under 
the gleam of the executioner's sword, or amid the 
flames of niartjTdom. Undaunted by all the ob- 
stacles that opposed him, unmoved alike by the 
fears and apprehensions, the doubtings and de- 
spondings of those less courageous than himself, 
this intrepid hero, with a firm faith in divine as- 
nstance, put himself at the head of eight hundred 
ardent followers, who, cemented together as one 
man, were resolved to march onward either to con- 
quer, or perish in the attempt! 

In the place of rendezvous, which we have already 
deacribed, the patriotic band hod rallied, at the 
appointed time, around their champion. They had 
bidden a sorrowful farewell to their wives and 
little ones, whom they had left behind, and whose 
taoes, fuw of them dreamed of ever eeeing more. 
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Their leader knew well, that a, strength and cour- 
age higher than mortal, waa required to sustain 
their spirits in such an hour as this; with the pros- 
pect of a march across ahnost impassable moun-- 
tains, and in the midst of disciplined troops. His 
first duty, therefore, waa to lead their thoughts 
from earth to heaven, to implore the guidance and 
protection of the Eternal on their meditated en- 
terprise ; and to convince them, that with an arm 
of almightinesa on their side, " though an host 
should encamp against them, their hearts need 
not fear." 

" We must begin and end with God, devoted 
friends!" exclaimed Amaud, as his strong mascu- 
line figure stood erect on the rock, unclasping, at 
the same time, the sacred book which had been his 
companion in every hour of Ids exile. He selected 
as the subject of his address, the appropriate versej 
" Fear not, little flock, it is your Father's good 
pleasure to give you the kingdom," His exhorta- 
tion, throughout, was replete with noble Christian 
sentiment : its simple, but persuasive eloquence, 
drew tears from eyes that never wept before; and 
sustained many a heart that was sinking at the 
prospect of coming danger. Often, at the con- 
clusion of his spirit-stirring appeals, the audience 
sprung simultaneously from their seats, and with 
the clash of arms, nobly responded to the entbu- 
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siasm of their leader. He was especially desiroua 
of dislodging from their minds, any motives of car- 
nal ambition, and of impressing upon them the 
holiness of the cause, in which they were about to 
embark. 

" Fear not, little flock !" were the concIudiDg 
sentences of his animating adrh^ss, his enthusiasm 
kindling into a finer flame, as he drew to a close, 
— " the victory is yours, — Omnipotence is on your 
side, — Jehovah, the God of battles, leads you on 
to triumph ! Are we to sit tamely by, pining in a 
distant land, while the smoko of our burning 
hamlets, the moans of innocent captives, and the 
cries of murdered babes, are ascending to Heaven ! 
Aro we to brook the thought of our tabernacles 
being converted into dens of iniquity, scenes of im- 
piety, torture, and crime ? No ! Let ue lift our 
right hands, and, with this rock as an altar, 
solemnly swear that these arms of ours shall never 
abandon the struggle, until we, our wives, our 
children, our fathers, are restored to our doraeetic 
hearths, and the last standard of antichrist, bo 
torn from our desecrated sanctuaries I 

" Fear not, little flock, the scantiness of your 
numbers, Let not your hearts despond, as your 
imaginations conjure up the mailed legions that 
are waiting for your destruction ! Bo they as 
graeehoppers for multitude, ' He that is far you. 
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is greater far than all that can be against you ;' 
will not he, who encouraged the faint and des- 
ponding Gidoon, and strewed on the plain the 
myriad anny of Sennacherib, and, with the blaet of 
a trumpet, prostrated the proud walla of Jericho, 
aud, with a pebble from thd brouk and a shep- 
herd's boy. laid in the dust the champion of the 
Pbilistinee ; will not ffii extend over our exiled 
bond thi' banner of his protecting love, ^ break all 
our cinemiw in pieces as with a rod of irmi, and 
shiver them as a potter's vessel T On ! on then, 
to <k>ath or vietor)'. Though, (or this next winter, 
we should Imd no couch but the barren rock, — no 
sanctuary' but the c«Tem. — no canopy but the sky 
—aa ! though the king of terrors should be already 
vxulttog o%>T his prey, and suffering, and tortnreki 
and dealh hv the portion that atnute us. Let ng 
go «itber to our bomes or the stake, — our beaithB'] 
or th» »puMin> ; k< ns win tbe victor's wreatb or 
tbo niMrtYr's esown T 

When the notes of this patriotic ^peal 

dH<d awny, and tbey coin* moiv had united in 

pmyor. tbcy Ibrtltwitk <w in wnced tlteir periknu 

•dTcanm. On eawrfrng froM tke place of con- 

' inwhiimi tbrjr eoiwd some boats vo tbe bub 

) of tbelak^aadlaBdvd ia safety «a the Saroy^ore 

^m 4ay btgaa to bnak. Hefv they wen- drawn 

iiq» ia waniil oMkr. AnNUMl divided tbtan into^ 
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three companies, the advanced guard, rear guard, 
and centre; himself heading the first, and ontruat- 
the others to Cyrus Chion, a brother in persecu- 
tion from the valleys in Dauphiny, and M. Mon- 
toax of Pragelas. These again, were subdivided 
into different companies, composed of tho iiihabi- 
tanta of the respective communes in the valleye. 
We must not omit to mention, that the hearts of 
the forlorn exiles of Villar wore, at this perilous 
moment, not a littlo consoled and inspirited, by 
seeing among them the youthful ri'presentative of 
the worth and piety of their venerated pastor. 
Herbert Vinson and Ferdinand Amaud, young as 
they were, were destined to have no inconaiderablfi 
share in the glorious triumph, which ultimately 
crowned the heroism of the mountaineers. 

Their onward manih was so fraught with 
marvels, peril and adventure, vicissitude and suf- 
fering, that each day would of itself furnish 
materials for a volume. And our readers, who 
are curious to trace the outcast people in their 
extraordinary journey, cannot do better than per- 
use the touching historical detail, sketched by the 
pen of their leader himself.* 

Oa their first day's march, they encountered op- 
position at the different villages through which they 
• Amaud'e '■ La Rcnirle CloriouBe." TrBn»tiited and Edited 
bylAdaod. 
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were obliged to pass. Various ambuscades were i 
laid for their destruction ; but their undaunted r&- 1 
solution struck terror into the hearts of their op-1 
ponents, from whom they demanded hostages aSB 
guides, uuderthe threat of beinghanged on the near-9 
est tree, if they acted treacherously. A more eeri-J 
OU8 impediment threatened them the following day, 1 
in their passage through Cluses, a fortified town,l 
waahed by the river Arve. Its citizens flew to arms, I 
lined the trenches, and shut the gates; meanwhile,! 
despatching messengers to the neighbouring Tilla^fl 
of Salleuche, to apprise its inhabitants of the ap-^ 
proach of the invaders, and urge them to dispute 
their passage through the narrow valley of Maglan. 
The exasperated Vaudois threatened that a me- 
mentos delay would sacrifice the lives of the ho»<J 
tagea. The menace had the desired effect; the! 
gates wore reluctantly thrown open, and, ere thol 
inhabitants ofSalleuche had mustered their forces,! 
the intrepid band had passed the defile, and rested! 
for the night in the village of Cablau. 

The rugged peaks of the Graian Alps now prorl 
sented an ahnost insurmountable barrier. Their! 
route lay over precipices, whoso depths were con- j 
ccaled by wreaths of snow, and where one false^ 
step would have been enough to have hurled them 
into fathomless abysses ; but a dense mist and 
torrents of rain providentially screened them from 
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their foes. They aurmounted, under a tempestu- 
oua sky, the terrific cliffs of the Col do Bon- Homme. 
Intrenchments, with embraeures and counterscarps, 
had been hewn out of the sohd rock the preced- 
ing year, and a handful of peasants could, with a 
few fltonee, have overwhelmed the whole exilea in 
destruction. But, providentially, these were all 
deserted ; and, descending to the banks of the 
Eeclus, they encamped, on the fourth evening, in 
the vicinity of the village of Sey. 

The three following days were occupied in pene- 
trating the gloomy valley which ia watered by the 
Isere. They passed the town of Tigne, and ere 
ed, amid sufferiDgs altogether indescribable, thai 
dreary heights of Mont Genis. Many were left 
to perish in the anow, others dashed to pieces 
among the rocks, others bewildered among the 
diverging paths, and separated for ever from their 
comrades. 

Being aware that a strong gameon was watting 
to dispute their march'at Suaa, they preferred fol- 
lowmg the waters of the Doire, a mountain torrent 
that skirta the baae of Mount Albin; and after 
many skirmishos, in which some of the bravest fell 
victims to their valour, they arrived within a 
league of Solabertrann, the narrowest part of the 
defile, where a bridge was thrown across the 
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river, and which, they were well assured, oould ] 
only be crossed by a desperate struggle. 

" Let us breatlie here, my brave comrades !" I 
exclaimed Amaud, as ho attained a little eminence, 
where he thought they might halt with impunity. I 
" Our hardest day's work ia yet before as. See 1 
yonder heights, lighted with the bea^iona of the | 
foe? Yonder, the hon is couching for his pr^; 
but. if he pounce on the innocent sheep, who ara I 
returning to the fold of their fathers, we shall i 
shew that ours shall not be the only blood that | 
will crimson the moimtain stream. If wo perish, J 
it is in a righteous cause. Retreat we cannot. 
And who would dream of an inglorious flight, when | 
the snowy peaks of our native mountains are i 
ready bounding the horizon T' So saying, ho dis- 
tributed among them the few provisions which still 
remained; and, after they had poured out their 
united supplications to the God of their fathers, 
and eung their simple battle song, they rose with > 
rallied strength and new resolution, to march on- I 
ward to the scene of wimage. 

Their worst fears were realised : 2500 troops 
were drawn up on an eminence on the opposite mde 
of the bridge, and summonod them to lay down 
their arms. "Qui vivef was shouted across as they 
approaohed. " Friends!" was echoed bock by the 
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intrepid exilee, " if permisuon be given iis to 
pass unmolested." The reply was the eignai for 
an instant onset. " To slaughter ! to alaughtiT !" 
was the siinultaneoua cry of a thousand voices. 
Amaud had the sagacity to make hia brave band 
fall prostrate on the ground, and though there 
was a volley of 2000 shots poured upon them, one 
only fell a victim to this murderoua fire. A com- 
pany of the enemy had now fallen upon their rear, 
and they saw that, without the loss of a moment, 
all must bo hazarded. " Courage !" cried a 
stranger, who had lately joined their ranks, and 
had already distinguished himself for his intrepi- 
dity, — "the bridge is ours ! the sword of the Lord 
and of Gideon !" With one desperate effort they 
cleared their way with sabre and bayonet, mowing 
down the disordered enemy. Hundreds were 
tumbled over the parapet into the swollen stream, 
which dashed them over its cataracts ere they oould 
struggle to the shore ! The Vaudois ascended 
over the heaps of stain to the fortifications of the 
enemy, drove the feeble remnant from their post, 
and, after two hours' continued struggle, " the 
trumpets," says Arnaud in his simple history, 
" were soundod, and all of them, throwing their 
hats towards heaven, made the air ring with the 
joyful acclamation, ' Thanks to the Eternal of 
armies, who has given us the victory !" " 
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Thirteen chests of ammunition were captured, 1 
and all their contents, which were likely to prove I 
serviceable, they appropriated for their own use ; 
the remainder was sunk in the river. " We must I 
not rest here, my comrades," eaid their leader, 
after they had bound up the wounds of their fel- I 
low exiles, " we must not indulge in eupinenesa I 
after the flush of \'ictory ! We are yet in peril. 
The enemy may yet rally their numbers. Let u8 
make the bold effort to forget, for another hour, 
our fatigues, and pursue our march; and, I pro- 
mise that to-morrow's sun will disclose a spec- j 
tacle which will gladden the most downcast eye, t 
and cheer the most desponding heart !" The 1 
trumpet sounded, and the little phalanx were ones -I 
more in motion ; their route lay up the steeps of I 
the mountain of Sey, and the rocky path was light- < 
ed by a clear moon. Hundreds fell down from ' 
sleep and fatigue, and were saved from inevitable i 
destruction, only by the rear guard which had I 
been purposely left behind to urge them i 
midnight they arrived at the summit of the moun- 
tain. Here they flung themselves down on the 
cold rocks, with such coverings as they had, for 
shelter ; and never was a couch more acceptable, 
nor repose more profoimd. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Pilgrims I the end is near : 

Though faint, yet still pursue ; 

When ye shall gain the mountain's brow, 

A scene, beyond conception now, 

Shall burst upon your view I 

Hours of Sorrow. 

The exhausted troop had scarcely enjoyed their 
repose for four hours, when the dawn of Sabbath- 
morning began to break. Amaud opened his eyes, 
just as the orb of day was peeping above the hori- 
zon, and tinging the summits of the mountains 
with his golden beams. He enjoyed for some 
time the glorious prospect alone and in silence, but 
when wood, and rock, and forest, that had been 
buried in the grave of night, wore beginning to 
emerge from the darkness, and his eye travelled 
over the gorgeous panorama of his native valleys, 
he was no longer able to repress his feelings. He 
well knew there were hundreds around him who 
could participate in his emotions, and on whom 
that sight would act as an enchantment, making 
them forget their fatigues, and inspiring them with 
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fresh ardour to complete the conquest, whose ti 
phiea were now in view. 

He lost no time, therefore, in sounding 1 
trumpet, which awoke the echoes of the mountain. 
His brave men, atartled at the si 
from their rocky beds, and in a moment everj.A 
weapon waa unsheathed, as if they had heard thfti 
signal for battle. " Ye mistake me — ye mistahel 
me," said he to his faithful band, who were now^ 
rallying around him; " I summon you not to bat-" 
tie, but to the top of this mount Pisgah, that ye 
may behold ' the land of promise,' ' the land which 
God gave unto your fathers!' "See, your aim_ 
valleys," cried the Ijoyftil champion, proud! 
pointing to the verdant slopes in the ilista 
hemmed m by their colossal mountains, which 
seemed the appointed guardians of these abodes 
of truth. " Behold the land of your birth, the 
cradle of your earthly bhss, the sepulchre of your 
ancestors ! See ye not, whilst I am. now speaking', 
how yondw sun is lighting the rocky steeps o£ ■ 
Angrogna, and flinging hie rays over the beigbtsoip!! 
St Martino, as if to betoken that a brighter bud-'^ 
shine is yet awaiting ns, after our night of darkness 
and exile is spent I Ah ! my noble boy," oonti- 
nned he, turning to the only one of his foUoweiH 
whose countenance was clouded with sorrow — " I 
know what brings the tear to thine eyo : that ray 
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doubtlesB, seems to thee to be mispliuied, which is 
Tailing on the rugged peaka of La Crois ! But 
think not of the cold tabernacle of dust, which haa 
its temporary home amid these desolate solitudes; 
— think rather with what complacency the departr 
ed saint, whose spirit has winged its flight into a 
better world, will contemplate his exiled flock once 
more returning to the fold of their fathers ! Je- 
hovah, our deliverer, has brought us here on the 
morning of his own Sabbath : and ere we begin 
our march, lot us unite in ascribing glory to Him, 
for the protecting providence that has hitherto 
guided us in all our wanderings; and let us set up 
om" Ebenezer — our atone of remembrance, saying, 
' hitherto hath the Lord helped ub f " 

Upon thia the whole assemblage, with their 
heads uncovered, and their hands clasped towards 
heaven, chanted, in strains of deep and thrilling 
melody, the following hymn ; every rock and moun- 
tain echoing back the wild chorus, as if in sym- 
pathy for the exiled wanderers: — 

Qre»t G<)d of annies 1 Eng of Idngs I 
! Hproid Uiine everUafiog wings 

Around our pilgrim band ; 
Still o'er w may Ihy baniier atreain, 
And ia Thj atrcngth wo shall redoera. 

Our much lovisl fslhcrlaiid ! 
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Soon shall this night of trouble end. 
If Thou from Zion help wilt send, 

And cause Thy isuce to shine ; 
For, neither buckler, spear, nor shield. 
Can win for us the battle-field. 

The victory is Thine ! 

Remember, Lord, thine ancient fold. 
Our martyred fathers, who, of old. 

Bled on these mountains bare'; 
Their couch the sod, their home the cave. 
Their only resting-place, the grave. 

The snow their sepulchre ! 

And let Thy grace and power appear, * 
To us their children, banished here. 

When unto Thee we cry ; 
See, they have laid our altars low. 
And, wasted by the cruel foe. 

Our sanctuaries lie ! 

Hear us, O God ! and peace impart 
To many a broken, bleeding heart. 

From home and kindred torn ; 
Wilt Thou refuse the exiled race 
Their fathers' peaceful dwelling-place. 

And cast^us off forlorn ! 

No, — we may banish every fear, 
A greater than the foe is here. 

And in Him we will trust ; 
For Gt>d the Lord is on our side. 
And soon the fierce oppressor's pride 

Shall mingle with the dust ! 
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JehovBh is DOT Hore dafance, 
And, guarded by Omtiiputence, 

Our onward march shall be ; 
Supported hy our living Head, 
And b; Iho God of battles led 

To deaOi or vietorj ! 

Cheered and invigorated, they commenced their 
descent into the valley of Pragelas;* and directed 
their oourae towards the Col do Pis, a lofty moun- 
tain which temiinatoa Val St Martino. 

Passing the Balsille, of which we shall after- 
wards speak more particularly, they crossed the 
high AJp of Coline, and descended upon the first 
of their native villages, that of Prali. Nothing 
can exceed the wild sublimity of this mountain 
commune, which, to this hour, remains in a state 
of untamed and savafre magnificence ; the cradle 
of Alpine tempests, and the home of the avalanche. 
No traces of cultivation are visible, except a few 
scattered patches on the banks of the Germanasca, 
or those isolated spots that chance to bo screened 
from the fury of the storm by frowning precipices. 
Often do its inliabitants gaze for eiglit months to- 
gether on a wilderness of snow, and .yet, Protes- 
tants have for a thousand years chosen this howl- 
ing desolation aa a place of shelter ; when the 
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lOS 



THE EXILES 



banDers of truth wore torn from the eanctuaries of 
Bobbio, and the invader swept the fertile plains of 
Lucema, the persecuted ever found a safe a^lum 
among the rocks, and oavems, and lonely fastnesses 
of PraU. 

The feelings of the exiles may be imagined, 
when, after three years' absence from their native 
homes, they found themselves once more within 
the sanctuar)', in which they and their fathers had 
worshipped, and which was ooa of the few which 
their persecutors had not razed to the ground. 
Their joy, indeed, was at first mingled whJi indigo 
nant fury, to see its sabred waUe hung and pollut- 
ed with the signs of antichrist — the crucifix plant- 
ed on the very spot where the man of God vaa 
wont to protest against idolatry, the remnants of 
the tapers still left in their sockets, and the wither- 
ed leaves and chaplots still scattered on the floor, 
as mementos of the sacrilegious innovation. Sword 
and bayonet soon swept the walls of the detestable 
mummery, and they were consigned to the flames, 
with the exclamation of indignant triumph, " So 
perish all the enemies of God ! ■" They then sang 
together the seventy-fourth psalm, which was 
beautifully and strikingly appropriate to the pecu- 
liar circumstances in which they were placed. 

" God, why hast thou cast us ofi" for ever I 
Why doth thine anger smoke against the sheep of 
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thy pasture ? Remember thy oongregation, wliich 
thou hast {iiirchased of old; the rod of thine inho^ 
ritancii, which thou hast redeemed; this mount 
Zion, wherein t)iou hast dwelt. Lift op thy fi<<.<t 
unto the perpetual desolatioiiB, evoti all that the 
enemy hath done witikodly in the sanctuary. Thine 
enemies roar in the midat of thy congregations; 
they set up their ensigns for signs. . . They break 
down the carved work thereof, at once with axes 
and hammers. They have cuat tire into thy sane- 
tuaiy; they have defiled by casting down tho 
dwelling-plaoe of thy name to the ground. They 
said in their liearts, Let us destroy them together : 
they have burnt up all the synagogues of God in 
the land," Ssc &c. " I then," says Amaud, in hiH 
own narration of this hour of jubilee, " mounted a 
benoh in the door-way, that I might be audible to 
those within and without tlie church, and preachod 
in exposition of some of these verses." 

In two days, they abandoned the fastnesses of 
St Martino, crossed the Col de Julien, and, chas- 
ing the foe from rook to rock, rushed down with 
irresietible fury on their ^eat stronghold at 13obbio, 
dislo<lg<Kl the enemy from their fortifications, and 
the white banner of the Vaudois was once nK>re 
eeen waving from the window of its Uttlo sanctu- 
ary ! The enthusiasm of the moment was un- 
bounded; they were now in the very centre of tho 
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land of promise, and their desponding hopea seem^ 
ed crowned with bright fruition. The Pelice mur* 
mured in their ears; Caetelluzzo, with ita rocky 
battlements, rose in proud magnificence before, their 
eyes.* The church spire of ViUar was peeping 
above the sylvan glories in which it is embosomed : 
and they required only the trumpet of peace to be 
sounded in that lovely valley, and ttheir wives and 
children to be welcomed back from the land of their 
exile,toendearLucema,withitscheHnut groves, and 
verdant pasturages, a thousandfold in their eyes. 

Sabbath morning found them assembled within 
the church of this picturesque commune, but the 
little " temple^'' was found insufficient to contain 
the worshippers, and they adjourned to one of the 
adjoining slopes, where an impressive discourse was 
delivered by M. Montoux, " from a door placed on 
two rocks." At the conclusion of the service, the J 
valiant legion united in a holy covenant of mutual 4 
fidelity, which they took with uplifted hands, and I 
which may prove interesting, as exhibiting the 
spirit and sentiments which animated them : — 

" God, by his divine grace, having happily led ua 
back into the heritage of our forefathers, there to 
re-establish the pure worship of our holy rebgioa, 
by the completion of the enterprise which the 
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Great Ood of armies haa hitherto conductod in our 
favour : We, the pastors, captaias, and other offi- 
cers, swear beforo God, and at the peril of our 
eouls, to observo union and order amongst us; 
never willingly to separate nor disunite, while God 
shall grant us life, not even though we should be 
BO miserable as to be reduced to three or four. 
Never to parley nor treat with our enemies, aa well 
of France as Piedmont, without the participation 
of our whole council of war; and to put together 
the booty which we have, or shall have, to be ap- 
plied to the want« of our people, or to estraordi- 
nary caBes. And we, soldiers, swoar this day, be- 
fore God, to obey the orders of all our officers; 
and we swear fidelity to them with all our hearts, 
oven to the last drop of our blood. Also, to give 
up to their euro, the prisoners and booty, to be dJM- 
posed of, as they shall think fit. And, in order to 
more perfect regulation, it is forbidden, under 
heavy penalties, to any officer or soldier to search 
any enemy dead, wounded, or prisoner, during, or 
after battle; but persons shall be appointed for 
this purpose. The officers are enjoined to take 
care that the soldiers keep their arms and ammu- 
nition in order, and, above all, to chastise severely 
any one who shall swear or blaspheme. And, to 
render union, which is the soul of our afiairs, inse- 
parable among us; we, the officers, swear fidelity 
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fmmmm^ mantrnm:, to on- Lord and Savia 
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AAcr han^ utuied in thif ncnd eoofedenM^, 
thtf ictind to r«fiiuh theuMilres wiUi s nig^t'i 
r^OM, and be ia readtDeas on the moouWf for tlie 
pcoa o c u lion of their periknu atmgg^. 

But we nuist now ictnm to Harbcri and bii 
eompanioo, who would have jidded to none of their | 
eoinpatriot«,in joy at onee more beholdingtbe hi 
of their atkctitttui, had not a reverse of forti 
doomed them to a <iiffereDt ilcistinatioD. 

Id cmrang the Col de Julien, the day precedii 
the arrival of the exiles at Villar, they had divided 
into throe oompanice, pursuing different routes; in 
the centre one of which, were placed, Herbert 
Viaf on and Ferdinand Amaud. They were march- 
ing along a narrow defile, skirted on both sides 
a Uiick brushwood; when, all at once, they w< 
assailed, both in front and rear, with a shower 
missiles, aecompanied with a multitude of voi 
ehouUng aloud, " Come on, ye baibets of Sabin !" 
A faint resistance was attompted, but in vain: 
they were overpowered by numbers : a few escaped 
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by plunging into the thicket, or concealing them- 
selvGH among the rocks. Herbert and his friend, 
with others of the brave band, were pinioned and 
manacled; a napkin was bound tightly acroi<8 their 
eyes, and they were hurried, with every species of 
indignity, to the place of encampment. The hearts 
of the unfortunate captives were ovorwhelme*! 
with terror, as they listened to the cruelties which 
were threatened to be inflicted on them. Some 
were for butchering them without delay in cold 
blood, — others for a slow death by torture; the 
command waa given to collect wood for the pilo — 
and the unhappy victiias saw, that a death wau 
awaiting them, more terrible far, than their imagina- 
tions had ever contemplated ! One other proposal 
only, waa suggested, that of marching the prison- 
ers to the citadel of Pignerol, where, in two days, 
anumber of the exiles weretobehanged,andbythis 
means their oppressors would have an opportunity 
of obtaining fresh provisions, and a pretext for re- 
plenishing tht'ir cask of wine, which had been 
emptied by the forenoon's dissipation. This amend- 
ment on the original proposition, was carried with 
n«olamation by the tumultuary band; and after 
consultation, Herbert and Ferdinand were fixed 
upon, as those who were to have extended to thoni 
the sad clemency of a postponement of their tor- 
tures, whioh in all probability would only tend to 
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their aggravation; and six sturdy guards were se- 
lected, as exhibiting least visibly the effects of their 
morning's potations, to conduct them to the place 
of their captivity. 

We need not enter into the details of their jour- 
ney : — In addition to the cords with which their 
hands were bound, heavy irons were placed on their 
shoulders, to prevent the possibility of escape. As 
they were departing, they heard the crackling of 
the flames that were kindling for their unhappy 
fellow-captives, and ere they reached the plain, 
their shrieks and groans became distinctly audible. 
After four hours' fatiguing march, preparations 
were made for halting during the night, at a soli- 
tary " auberge" at the mouth of Val St Martin; 
and to render more secure the safety of the prison- 
ers, they were consigned to different apartments, 
the soldiers acting as sentinels in rotation, while 
the remainder were occupied in giving free scope to 
their dissipations. There was one of the guards, 
who, from his conversation in the course of their 
journey, seemed to anticipate with more fiendish 
delight, than any of his comrades, the meditated 
butchery. The tones of his voice seemed familiar 
to Herbert, — ^and were associated in his mind, with 
some one of the many painful trials, which he had 
undergone during the few chequered years of his 
exile. At length, the picture of that darkest night 



OF LUCERNA. 



109 



in hie earthly history, was vividly portrayed, in 
which he was called upon to leave, in a desert 
mountain, the remains of what was dejireet to him 
on earth. He had only to call to recollection the 
different actors in that tragical scene, to recognise 
in the voice of the most hardened of his present 
oppressors, the rude attendant of Father Bernard, 
— the cruel and unfeeling insulter of hia dying par 
rent — ^Alart Beeson ! 

Herbert was thrown into a small barn, where 
Bome damp straw formed his only couch, and the 
oold night air was freely admitted through an aper- 
ture in the roof. Here he lay for two hours, with- 
out enjoying a moment's repose; at the end of 
which time, the sentinel who had beon pacing with 
measured step before the door, retired in his turn, 
to enjoy the midnight revels, and was replaced by 
one, whose vigilance was by no means rendered 
more acute, by the simOar occupation of the pre- 
vious hours. — The unequal stop with which he stag- 
gered for some time, was speedily eschanged for a 
heavy slumber, and the deep heavings of his breast, 
told the depth of his potations. 

" Is it possible," thought Herbert with himself, 
as he cast his eye around the place of his captivity, 
" that I can dream of escape V — but the thought 
seemed madness; his hands were bound behind hia 
back with strong cords; his feet were shackled; the 
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door waff finnly aerared with a lo^; and even had 
it be«i ponbie to tempt tiie macoisnr apiKxt of 
Ilia aentiiielr he was ottatrdjestitixtectf what wooM 
prove an adeipate Imbe; besdea^ hm aobfe qfwrit 
fwoilefi finHB an attempt^ wiiidi^ if fiaocearfiil, 
wQoid feaartaBj ^uapefate his oppresBOEBy and add 
to tbeir enidtiea towards his finauL ^ Noy^ said 
he. dieddng himself in the preGHnnptiioaB thoij^lit, 
^ my hours are nnmbered; two days more, shall 
reSeiwe me firom these ehainsy and aU the fetters of 
eaitiu and {dace me side br side, with the g^ 
rified ^irits of departed fri^ids. -^^ Aikl jet, 
csm it be,^ thou^it the fearless youth, after a few 
moments^ profound reflection, as he took a hasty 
glance at the place of his confin^nent, to see if 
every chance of escape were gone. "Yes! IsluJl! 
I shall ! If I fail, it may cost me acoter tortures, 
a more cmel death; but the same Providenoe that 
has smiled upon me till this hour, seems to whisper 
that I should make the attempt; — ^the voice of 
an orphan sister sounds the same in my ewr, — aye, 
and perchance too, liberty may be obtained for my 
poor companion; ere break of day, I may re- 
join my brethren, and get their aid to effect his 
rescue I" 

A gleam of moonshine, at that moment, stream- 
ed into the comer of the bom, where were accu- 
mulated a number of implements of agriculture: 
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he saw, that provided he could got hia hands dis- 
witaDgled from the oords that bound them, there 
would be little difficulty iu undoing the chains 
which fettered his limbe. After great exertion, 
be contrived to roll along tho rough floor, till he 
ftkohed tho epot where this apparatus lay; he 
aude repeate<l attempts to get himself nuaed in tin 
uptight posture, but ae fFei|iieDtly failed; at laet, 
he succeeded in placing the corde with which he 
was bound, on the blade of a scythe, and after 
several efforta, they were snapped a«tmder, and 
with a grateful heart, he found himself with his 
hands free. He now experienced no difficulty in 
undoing his fettere, and soon found himself once 
more at liberty, and ready for the daring attempt. 
His first object was to collect together the strongest 
of the cart ropes, which hung on the walls around 
him; these he tied together; with the use of the 
ladder, he aiwended to the roof, and, ci-awling along 
the rafters, gained the desired loophole. There 
was jufit room, and no more, to allow him to creep 
through the narrow aperture; liis clothes were 
torn, and his face and hands scarred ; and, to add 
to his consternation, his foot loosened one of the 
tiles, which rattled down with a loud noise, and 
falling in a hundred splinters on the ground bolow. 
would have started any man from sleep, whose 
senses, an unusual quantity of liquor had not 
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steeped in for^tfulnees. Discovery appeared now I 
to be inevitable: — " I am lost! I am ruined!"^ sfudfl 
the poor boy to himself, aa he remained viith Mb 4 
body half through the plaee of escape, and hesi-^ 
tating whether he ought to abandon the attempt, i 
and, returning to his bed of straw, await the aad | 
fate which threatened him. But he was well * 
aware that should he now return, it would be im- 
possible to conceal in the morning, his attempt at 
escape : the loosened cords would betray him, and 
fearfully augment hie tortures. Lifting up his.^ 
heart, therefore, in silent prayer to God, he re-: i 
solved to persevure, and fixing the ropes round one i 
of the strongest of the rafters, he gradually lowered i 
himself, till, at last, he reached the groimd, and 1 
found himaelf breathing once more the &ee air of J 
heaven ! 

But, although his attempt escaped the obaerva^^ 
tion of his sentinel, there was another silent ob- 1 
server of his movements, whose presence at such a ' 
place, he little dreamed of. He had no soo 
planted hie feet on the ground, than he heard a 
voice issuing from a small window immediately 
adjoining. The sound at first overwhelmed him ■ 
with fear, but its tones he bad no difficulty in iu- 
stantly recognizing: " Herbert Vinson! Herbert -J 
V'iii^on!'" was uttered in a low suppressed voice. 
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" Is it thou, holy Father, who now speaks f^ 
whispered Herbert in reply. 

" It is, it is,'' answered the voice; " I came here 
for thy succour, but thy courage has dispensed with 
my services.'' 

" But," said Herbert, " a beloved friend lies 
within these walls, a captive, and the victim of 
coming tortures." 

" Leave thy captive friend to me," was the 
reply; " see to thine own safety, — farewell, fare- 
well; tarry here no longer: every moment may be 
detection, and death." 

Herbert plunged into the adjoining forest, and 
by break of day, was far beyond the reach of his 
oppressors. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



'Tis not the whole of Ufe, to live ; 
Nor an of death, to die. 

MoifTGOMEIlT. 



The dawn of morning found the sentinel at the 
place of Herbert^s confinement, still wrapt in 
slumber. 

" Thou art taking thy post full easy, thou slug- 
gard,^^ exclaimed the leader of the guard, as he 
stood at the side of Alart Besson, — " thy life is the 
forfeit justly due for thy neglect of duty: it is well 
that bolt and bar, fetter and manacle, have this 
night secured the heretics, else thy head should 
have been exacted as the penalty of thy remiss- 
ness.'*' 

" Ha !" exclaimed the soldier, springing on his 
legs, and recommencing at once, the pace that had 
been intermitted for full five hours, " if every sen- 
tinel in France and Savoy, were as true to his post 
as I am," — 

" Then the prisoners of war," interrupted the 
oflScer, " would have good reason to congratulate 
themselves on their facilities of escape.^ 



77 



OF LUCERNA. 

r Thou doest me injuBfcioe," responded thf other; 

h/e ininutes have been the extent of my indul- 
gence, and tliou mayest see, from the tottering 
oimditioD of my frame, my autikon eyes, tho diffi- 
culty with which those fatigued orma can boar 
even the weight of this muskot" — 

" That thou haet drowned thy senaee with thy 
laet night's potations, and that, to bring thee right, 
thy blood should be made to ciroulate witli some 
Btrokea of the lash ; or, better still," (looking to 
the rope by which Herbert effected his escape) 
" here would be a befitting halter for thy neok: — 
But, how comes this!*" continued he, changing the 
tone of bis voice ; " there has been some strange 
work here, last night: I heard neither rain nor 
tempest that could have scattered these tites; 
oomo, thou reckless villain,'' suspecting that all 
was not right, " let us see how thy charge looks 
this morning, and if ho be ready for his evening 
funeral pile," 

The bolt was removed, and the superior, with the 
rest of the guard, entered the dungeon. They 
found all in silence; the fragments of the rope that 
bound the captive's hands, were scattered on the 
floor; his fetters wore lying by themselves among 
the straw of the couch; the ladder was still stand- 
ing against the wall, and pointed to the aperture 
above, as the secret of his escape. 



The offi««T stamped on the groimd, his hes 
bnniii^ with ind^natioD too dc«p to express. 
iud hie hand on his poniani, uid the fi 
of bis eje, indicated that he was about to b 
a gmnmaiy retribution on his satellite. " Nay," 
exdainted, as, after a moment's reflection, fa 
leO from its resolutioo, ^ this would be too ' 
able a dismissal for thee, from this earth: the 
Barnes that have been cheated of the body of thy 
prisoner, shall have thine own as an equivalentj 
and thy head shall this night be ranged in befittil| 
ccHnpanr with those of the barbets, on the gati 
of Pignerol." 

" It is a glorious thing,^ replied Besson f 
kiJy, " for one to die in the conaciousness of 1 
ing done his duty; if I have a clear conscience,'] 
care not whether my grave be with saints or hei 
tics." 

" Hush thy hypocritical babblings," siud 1 
other; " bind him, with these same fetters," adde* 
he, addressing his companions, " and go, collet 
without delay, such materials as wiU moat speed! 
kindle the flames." 

The soldiers seemed to experience a pleaeu] 
ftdly commoosurate with that of their leader, I 
the prospect of inflicting so righteous a punishmenP 
for the crimes and the cruelties of their comrade. 
The neighbouring wood soon supplied the requisite 
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materialB for the pile ; and amid shrieks and groajis, 
imprecations and agonies, without one tear of 
penitence for the past, or one ray of hope for the 
future, Alart Beaeon temjinated hia career of ini- 
quity and blood .' 

Having made the neceeeary preparations for the 
proseoution of their march, they went to the pri- 
son of young Amaud, who, in point of accommo- 
dation at least, had fared somewhat hotter than 
his liberated companion. But, who can depict the 
ponies of his mind, when, from hie grated window, 
he beheld the dreadful preparations for the scene 
of death we have just described? He had seen a 
figure led forth amid the tumultuary shouts of the 
soldiers, and instantly concluded that it must be 
hia own beloved Herbert: he had witnessed the 
rising flames, heard the shrieks, and finally, the 
deep portentous silence which seemed to intimate 
that the dearest friendship he had formed on earth, 
was now at an end ! The moment was one too 
dreadful for tears — a cold sweat broke over his 
body, and sorrow for him whose agonies were now 
over, was almost lost in the thought that they 
were but the prelude to his oivn ! 

He heard the key turn in hia door, the guard 
entered and undid his fetters, but, to his surprize, 
he listened to the stem command, to prepare, not 
for death, but for continuing his journey. When 
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they bad oommencod their march, and he found 
himself the solitary captive, his suspicions respect- 
ing the melancholy fate of Herbert, aeeined fear- 
fully coniirmed. In vain did he occupy hhuself 
with conjectures, as to the cause of his being per- 
mitted to survive his friend, how it was " that the 
one should be taken, and the othor left ;" but he 
knew his situation too well, to venture on unbosom- 
ing his thoughts to his hardened companioDB, on 
whom, besides, had been imposed the strictest 



dat ti^H 



It was late in the evening, before they 
the walls of Pignerol, a little town situated 
mouth of Val Perosa, and commanding the bound- 
less extent of the plains of Piedmont, which stretch 
like a garden all around. As they entered its 
citadel, a crowd of spectators were collected to wit- 
ness the erection of a scaffold, on which some inno- 
cent Protestants were destined to suffer on the 
morrow ; and a burst of acclamation rose from the 
assemblage, as they saw the cavalcade approach- 
ing, with another victim. The iron spikes which 
surmounted the entrance, were covered with the 
heads of the unfortunate objects of their religious 
fury, and sent a shuddering into the heart of Fer- 
dinand, such as he had never felt in the midst of 
his enemies. They crossed moat and draw-bridge; 
the massive portals closed behind them, and, after 
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traversing a succeBBion of gloomy passages, our 
youcg prisoner tbimd himself in a dungeon, where 
nothing was to bo seen but a few scattered bones, 
which filled his mind with dread forebodings of the 
lingering death that awaited him; and madt; him 
almost envj- the fate of those, whose ghastly 
usages he had soon on entering the gate! 

A sliort time only was permitted him to breathe 
the confined atmosphere of his new abode, when 
the door again opened, and four individuals pre- 
sented themselves before liim : — the first was a 
man of an unusually strong and muscular frame, 
considerably above the ordinary height ; — a pair 
of thick mustochioB covered bis upper lip, and 
imparted a deoper aspect of severity to the natural 
sternness of his countenance. He was followed 
by one, whose garb and flowing beard, indicated 
the nature of liis office — while his corporeal dimen- 
sions afforded prosumptive evidence, that, however 
much he might venerate, by profession, the ascetic 
doctrines of his order, ho unscrupulously neglected 
them in practice. The remaining two were 
dependants; and it was ci^uaUy evident, from tlieir 
dress and appearance, what was the nature of their 
calling, — coarse itprous were fastened round tlieir 
waists, their shirt sleeves were tucked up to their 
shoulders, the one carried in his hand a bundle of 
wood, the other a knife, and some other iron 
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— Ferdinand stood in no need iq 
having it whispered to him, that he waa now i 
the preeenoe of hie tormentors, and about to be 
the victim of a terrific combination of tortures ! 

" It is thine, young man," eaid the governor 
of the citadel, who first entered—" It is thine^ 
said he, in a voice of thunder, " to choose thi 
own doom— an honourable captivity, or a Ungerii 
death. Confess thyself a eon of our Holy Churo 
and receive absolution at the hands of 
Reverend Father, — and a year of imprisonment 
within these walla will be accounted a sufficient 
atonement for thy past disobedienoe ; or elae» 
prepare thyself for agonies, such as thy imagini 
tion has never yet conceived." 

"Oh! have mercy.' — have mercy!" exclaimed" 
the poor boy, falling prostrate at the feet of his 
oppressor, — " thy nature could not surely permit 
thee to put such threats into execution, and j 
hold out, as the only alternative by which they caM 
be avoided, the adoption of what conscience, truth, * 
Heaven, forbids. — Thou wilt surely have mercy !" — 

— " Talk not of mercy, young man," intnmipted 
the stem inquisitor ; — " think not, that thy cries 
and tears will move me from my purpose. Hun- 
dreds of thy race have soaked this dungeon witt 
their blood, and fed the flames of its fire, — 1« 
their shrieks no more shook this soul, than t 
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winds of heaven the rock ou which stands thi» 
taiadei.'" 

" If thou hast no pity," said the despairing 
youth, •* on this poor body, wilt thou not regard 
the cries of an orphaned sister, who looks on him, 
on whom thou art about to inflict thy cruelties, as 
idl in tho wido world, she oiin coll her friend T' 

" Hush thy trifling," said the other, aasuming a 
staO aterner tono, — " thou knoweat not with whom 
tliou hafit to deal, in thus obtruding thy follies 
upon me. Thou art but wasting words, which 
will only increase thy tortures. — Come," said he, 
in a voice which seemed to shake the very walls 
which inclosed them, " tell me, without another 
inatunt of delay, art thou to accept the too favour- 
able offer which is now in thy power, and have 
thine accursed temples washed with holy water by 
this sacred attenclant,^-or, art thou to prefer 
the pincers and the thumb-screw— the rack and 
the flames r' 

" Listen to mc, once more," said Ferdinand. 
titruggling to compose his agitated feelings, — " In 
the name of reason, of conacienoe, of humanity, 
how can it be deemed possible, for the tongue to 
confess, what the soul denies i — Here," said he, 
plucking his Bible from his bosom, " is the volume 
which we hold in common, to be the charter of our 
faith, — the code of our doctrine, the rule of our 
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lives ; — point thy finger to the place that oonvioi 
me of error, and, that moment, I shall not i 
retract, but atone by what tortures thou ma}^ 
see meet to inBlct, for my obstinate rejection o 
the truth." 

" Go,'" said the unrelenting tyrant, addreaain 
himself to one of his menials, at the same t 
tearing the sacred volume from the hands of thj 
captive.—" Go, vrithout delay, and kindle the ii 
let this be its first fuel — and see that the inatm 
mcnts bo well heated." 

The dependants gave a sign of aequiescenoe, i 
manifested a barbarous delight, as they hurried t 
make the dreadful preparations. A momentary 
pause ensued. " Is all readyS" exclaimed the 
governor to his minions. He was responded to by I 
a nod — the terrible signal that the moment i 
lingering agonies had now arrived t 

" Oneo more, young man," said the superior, " 1^ 
put it in your power, whether thou wilt accept 
my clemency, on the condition on which it 
oflbred, or have these red-hot pincers piercing thjH 
vitals, till every inch of flesh be torn from thw 
bones, and thy flayed carcass be left for food t 
the vermin of this dungeon, until it becomas lib 
these wrecks of humanity that lie scattered arouiu 
you !" 

"Oh! canst thou not," exclaimed Ferdinam 
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again falling down in a posture of Buppliant agony, 
— " Canst thou not inHict death on this wretched 
body, withont theso aggravated tortures! Recant, 
I cannot, — I dare not! — No agonies, however 
lingering — no cruelties, however barbarous, will 
tempt me to surrender what haa boon bought by the 
blood of my Saviour, and secured to me by that of 
hie martyred snints ; or induce me to barter my 
hope of heaven, for a momentary respite from 
earthly torment. No," said tho poor boy, in a 
tone of firm and manly heroism, worthy of the 
noblest of liis raoe, — " my body I surrender — 
truth, I cannot. I throw myself on thy mercy, and, 
if I am denied thy sympathy, I have that of 
Heaven!" 

" Thou art a bold youth," replied the other, 
" but thy magnanimity shall now be put to the 
test. Strip him, minions, and bind him hand and 
foot on this rack." 

The poor boy woe in a moment stretched on a 
wooden framework, whose transverse bars were 
clotted with the blood of the murdered. His hands 
asd feet were firmly tied down with ropes, so that 
even a movement of a limb, or a convulsion of tho 
body, was impossible. One of the executioners 
buniod to the fire, for the red-hot irons ; the other 
fftood at the feet of tho victim, with his bare arms 
folded, and the knife clenched between his teeth. 
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in savage readiness for the anticipated butchery. 
The command was given to pierce his nostrils with 
the burning pincers — when, a knock was heard at 
the door, and one of the keepers informed th( 
governor, that a stranger waited in the outer court- 
yard, desiroua of an interview. The superior 
the dungeon, and gave orders to his dependants 
suspend their operations till his return. 

This brief interval was spent by the wr©t< 
victim, in lifting up his heart in prayer, for strenj 
to enable him to witness a good confession, and 
prevent him exhibiting a pusillanimity unworthy 
the name of Amaud. He was consoled by 
thought, that, in a few hours at moat, his spirit 
should once more rejoin that of his departed friend, 
which, he now almost fancied, was hovering over 
bis couch of suffering, in readiness to conduct him 
into glory. He remembered the thousands in his 
native valleys, who had submitted with noble 
resignation to a similar fate ; and rejoiced to 
think that his own voice would speedily be add< 
to swell their prayer: — " How long, Lord! hi 
and true! dost thou not judge and avenge 
blood, ou them that dwell on the earth!" 

After a few minutes, the governor returned. 
" Young man," said he, addressing himself to F 
dinand, " thy doom is, for a time at least, suependt 
An alien to thee in religion and in blood, but 
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who has more than ordinary claims on my clemency, 
has sued for a mitigation of thy punishment. — 
Minions,^^ said he, addressing the dependants, ^' it is 
my pleasure that these bonds be unloosed, and that 
ye conduct this prisoner to the western turret of 
the castle. See that his safety is secure, and also 
that he be well provided for." 

Ferdinand listened to the words which fell on 
his ear, more as if they were the transient visions 
of a feverish dream, than a joyful reality ; he felt 
the cords, by which he had been so cruelly bound, 
unloosed ; and, in a state of half unconsciousness, 
arising from mental exhaustion and bodily weak- 
ness, was carried up a winding stair to a small 
circular apartment, where we must now leave him 
for a little, to inquire after the fate of Herbert, 
and the rest of the intrepid band. 
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« Earth to earth," and « dust to dust/ 

The Bc^emn priest hath said. 

So we lay the turf above thee now. 

And we seal thy narrow bed : 

Bat thy spirit, brother, soars away 

Among the fiuthful blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling. 

And the weary are at rest ! 

MmuK. 



Dangers and calamities were accumulating around 
the exiles. Every day witnessed a diminution in 
their numbers; the enemy, with an increase of 
troops, and exasperated vengeance, were literally 
" coming in upon them as a flood ;'' the piercing 
storms of winter were beginning to sweep their 
valleys, " the fields yielded no meat, the flock was 
cut off from the fold, there was no herd in the 
stalls,^ and no consolation was lefb to the sufferers, 
in their unequal contest, but trust in the propiti- 
ous smiles of Providence. 

Passing over the perils they had encountered, 
and the struggles in which they had engaged, since 
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the Sabbath morning on which we left them at 
Villar, the evening of the 16th of October found 
them in the vicinity of Rodorotto; and, never 
since their departure Irom the bfinka of Lake 
Geneva, was there a time fraught with more im- 
minent danger. The foe hemmed them iu on 
every side. Not a moment, therefore, was to be 
lost : their retreat must be made under cover of 
darkness, as the first gleam of day would be the 
signal for their destruction. Before midnight, a 
council of war was convened, to determine what 
oourao they should pursue ; and, after mature de- 
liberation and earnest prayer, they resolved, at 
the suggestion of their leader, to march before 
break of day, to the Balsille ; and Amaud giive 
directions, before setting out, to heighten their 
present intrenchments and add to their firLS, that 
the enemy might be led to believe they were still 
waiting in roadinesa to encounter them. 

Two hours before dawn of morning they com- 
meueed their route. So intense was the darkness, 
that their guides wrapped themselves in white liu(.<n, 
that they might bo more easily seen. Their direct 
road lay through Sals.i, but a large body of French 
troops were stationed on its heights, and discovery 
would be inevitable. Only one alternative remain- 
ed, although it was a despui-ate one, — to climb over 
rocks, descend precipices, and make their o»n 
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bodies the bridges over frightful chaemH. After 
night of unparalleled exertion, they eucoeeded 
surmounting tho aecumulation of obataclea whii 
opposed their progress; but day light extra«1 
a shudder, as it disclosed the torri&c course thi 
had pursued, the full extent of whose dangers the 
darkness had concealed. At length they planted 
their little standard on the heights of the Balsille. 
This remarkable spot, whieh tho God of nature 
Boenied to have upreared as a citadel for his op- 
pressed people, is situated near the extremity 
the valley of St Martino, and is composed of 
gigantic rampart of rock, almost perpendicular, 
and commanding both sides of the narrow defile, 
which is watered by a tributary of the Gormanafica, 
Three fountains supplied the fortress with water : 
tho only side on which there was the least possi- 
Lility of access, was, by the command of Amaud, 
fortified with palisades and parapets of turf, 
strengthened with timber from the adjoining 
forests of pine and chesnut. Seventeen of 
walla or embankments were construot«d, 
above another, so that, when dislodged by tl 
enemy from one, they might take refuge beliini 
the next. The Vaudois hailed this new rotreat, 
affording a sure respite from the sangui 
horrors, to which, for two months, they had 
exposed ; and, in the prospect of having it 
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their permanent residence for the winter, they 
hollowed out eighty caves or caverns in the solid 
rock, to serve aa barracks. 

Several days elapsed, before the place of their 
retreat was discovered by their enemies. The 
French, under the command of do TOmbrail, had 
proceeded, on the morning of their retreat, to 
thoir intrenohments at Rodoretto. Their chagrin 
and disappointment may be conceived, when, after 
a long and toilsome march, they found tho post 
deserted, and nothing left but the smouldering 
ashes of their tires, a few chesnuts, and a little 
wine. Infuriated with disappointment, they de- 
scended to Prali, to wreak their vengeance there ; 
but they found itg hamlets also deserted ; and it 
was only after many fruitless wanileriugs that 
they at last discovered the refugees on the summit 
of tho Balsille. 

As tho rigours of winter now demanded a ces- 
sation of hostilities, they resolved to make a last 
desperate effort to crush the mountaineers, and 
wipe out the disgrace of an inglorious campaign. 
Their only hope of success, lay in obtaining pos- 
seaaion of the village, which was situated at the 
base of the rock, on tho opposite bank of tho 
stream. Thither tho French general despatcheil 
the bravest of his troops, while Amaud descended 
with the flower of his lepon, to dispute their en- 
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trance. The French poured acrose the bridj 
with desperate resolution; Aruaud, for a while 
remained aloof, in hopes that the stones am 
musketry, that were pouring destruction on the| 
aesailanta from the rocks above, would have driven ' 
them back; but, perceiving that they were resolved 
to hazard every thing, he shouted his watchword, and 
a dreadful conflict cuBued. For a time, the issuej 
remained doubtful, but at length uumbers prevai 
ed: tho little baud were overpowered, and theirfl 
spirits sunk within them, as they beheld the iob-l 
radera planting their banner in the middle of the M 
huts, and, a moment after, the flames bursting from 
their roofs, and threatening to lay the whole in 
ashes ! Their leader himself, seemed about to _ 
give up all for lost ; when, on a sudden, a voic* 
was heard behind, shouting to the despondin) 
Vaudois, " Courage !" brave friends, " the 
of tho Lord and of Gideon !" " It is, it is," ex- ] 
claimed Amaud, in a burst of rapture, 
champion ofSei, — on! on! to victory, to victory!" 
The very sight of this mysterious ally inspired 
fresh courage into every heart. He and Amaud 
led the way ; — " The Bword of the Lord and of 
Gideon," rose to heaven, and waa re-echoed by the 
voices of the spectators irom above. Plunging 
across the bridge, the furious onset struck terror 
into the foe ; the flag that was waving in triumph 
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on the hdight, was uprooted, and tho discomfited 
legion left sixty comrades behind them, woltoring 
in their blood. The air rang with the noclamo- 
tion of the conquerorfl; and their first impulse, 
after extinguishing the flamos, was to render tho 
tribute of their grateful aeknowledgmente to him 
who had turned the tide of victory. One comrade 
only, of their little band, had suffered in tho com- 
bat ; but, how was their joy turned into lamenta- 
tion, when they found that it was the unknown 
hero, who had fallen a victim to his own valour ! 
Ho had received a mortal wound in the side, and 
lay amid the heaps of the slain ! 

" It is even so, it is oven so," said their pious 
leader, as he extricated the body from the mass of 
the dead. " Bead here, my brave men, the leaaon, 
to give tho glory of evory achievement, not to man, 
but to Uod, — not to an arm of fiesh, but to an 
arm of Omnipotence !'' There were stiil symptoms 
of life ; and Arnaud, loaving behind a sufficient 
force to protect tho village, carried the wounded 
man, with the assiBtance of some of his followers, 
to tlie top of the Bolsille. 

A deep and thrilling sensation spread through 
the oamp, as the tidings were communicated, and 
all eeemed to rival one another in ministering r«- 
lief to the sufferer. He was laid on Arnaud'e own 
oouoh, whilst every endeavour was used to stanch 



132 



THE EX1LE3 



the wound, which was bleeding profusely. He | 
Eeemed to revive, on a little wine beiug adminiater- 1 
ed to him, and gazed wildly around, aa if just I 
awakening from a swoon, and at a loss to discovefl 
where he was. At last, recollecting his position, j 
and feeling that his hours were now numbered, he I 
made an effort to apeak : — " Is Herbert Vinson I 
here!" said he, with a trembling voice ; "if he bej i 
tell him to come quickly hither," Herbert, who J 
had been busied in repairing the intrenchments I 
which had suffered in the late struggle, was, in an 1 
instant, in the cabin, where the dying man waa 1 
laid. He started back as he entered, — the broad 1 
cap which had covered the upper part of the suf- 1 
ferer's face was removed, and he beheld features, ' 
somewhat altered, indeed, but which he could not 
inistcike. There lay before him, stretched on a 
couch of death, his preserver, his benefactor. — the 
monk of Chartreuse I i 

" Herbert, my son, my son Herbert, knoweat | 
thou the countenance that is now soon to be cold ' 
in death T' 

" Kindest father !" exclaimed the affectionate 
youth, grasping the paralysed hand, and a tear 
rolling down bis cheek, such as had never filled 
his eye since the night he stood by the sod which 
covered his aged parent, — " can it be, that I see 
before me, my best benefactor, to whom X owe my 
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own life, and that of the only other remaining joy 
whioh makes life a blessing S" 

" Thou dost, thou dost, my child ; and glad I 
am, ere I close theee eyes, to clasp the hand I 
most love, and breathe on thy noblo spirit, the 
benediction of a grateful, though unworthy heart,"' 

" How sad,'' said Herbert, " that our meeting 
ie not a more joyful one ; and sadder still that / 
should have been, as I fear 1 have, the cause of 
bringing thee hither, and of preparing thy grave." 

" My grave has been dug by Heaven, not by 
thee," replied the resigned sufferer. " Our days 
are in the hands of One, who knows the time that 
is best for withdrawing the breath whiuh he gave; 
but, even had it been as thou sayest, what propor- 
tion would the sorrow, caused by the wounds of 
this body, bear to the joy of having been the in- 
strument of the salvation of this soul S Yes, Her- 
bert, ray beloved boy," the tear starting for the 
last time to the eye of Hubert Durand; " I would 
like thee and thy friends to behold the breastplate, 
which I have home in all my wanderings, over hill 
and valley, rock and precipice, and wliicli, even in 
this hour of fiercer than mortal conflict, is bidding 
defiance to the darts of the king of terrors !" 
With a dying effort, he raised his hands, undid 
his cassock, and disclosed to the eyes of Herbort 
the aaored legacy, which, three years ago, he had 
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hearths, was to be the means, in Uia haod, of 
pincking a braod from the burning, — and of con- 
verting the cell of a mont, into the gate of hea- 
ven, — and filling a bosom with hope, that was 
once dark with deapair I But," continued the 
pious conqueror, " let us ^ve the praise, to whom 
the praise alone is due !" They united together 
in singing a few appropriate verses ; after which, 
Arnaud, unclasping the Bible, from whose pages, 
the spirit that wa« departed, had first learned the 
peace, whose celestial blessedness it was now call- 
ed to enjoy, read aloud the sublime apostrophe 
of the Apostle Paul, " Oh death, where is thy 
sting i oh grave, where is thy victory ? the sting 
of death is sin, and the strength of sin is the law ; 
but thanks be to God, who giveth us the \ietorj-, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ." After au aflwt- 
ing address on these words, preparations were 
made for the interment of the body. A solitary 
cluster of pines, about two hundred yards from 
the castle, was selected ae the spot for his grave. 
In a short time, the rude sepulchre was complet- 
ed ; and, in solemn silence, the mournful proces- 
sion wound their way to pay the last sad tribute 
to the Christian hero. Herbert supported his head 
as he was lowered into hia resting-place. Once 
more, with uncovered heads, they joined together 
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n prayer ; and left the aahee of their fallen frieiwl. 
:i> minglo with their kindred duat, in the sure and 
■wrtain hope of an immortality beyond the grave.* 



The death-bed we have just described, will now 
have revealed to our readers, who the myHtorious 
intercessor was, who procured for Ferdinand Ar- 
naud a respite from a cruel and protracted death. 
He had loft the walls of his monastery, without 
having communicated to any of his order the eause 
of hia departure ; and, on hearing of the daring 
enterprise of the exiled Waldenses, ho resolved 
not to be premature in disclosing to the world, 
the triumph which truth had effected in his heart. 
By still retaining the outward form of a religion 
which, in his heart, ho had learned to condemn, 
he thought he might possibly prove serviceable to 
tliG sufFercra in their adversity, and help to aid a 
I, which he now espoused as Heaven's and his 
own. He had often, unknown to them, mingled 
in disguise with their ranks, in the hour of battle. 
He had boon present in the skirmisli on the Col 
e Julien, which hod loaded our two young Vau- 
doia with chains ; and had followed their oppres- 
sors to the place of their confinement, whore he 
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had the unexpected interview wo have described, 
with Herbert Vinson. At first, he thought of , 
tempting the guard with a large bribe for the 
liboratiou of the captives ; but, on overhearing 
their intention of conducting them to the citadel 
of Pignerol, he resolved to delay, and sue for cle- 1 
menoy at the hands of the governor himself, for- ' 
merly one of his a«oomplicea in guilt and cruelty, 
and who, when the worid was about to be rid of a 
villain, owed hie preservation to the hands of Hu- 
bert Durand. Hardened as waa the spirit of this I 
stem inquisitor, he was not eo utterly dead to feel- I 
ing, as to forget the claim which his intercesaoF ] 
thus had for an extension of his mercy. He re- 1 
fused to grant the prisoner release ; but agreed to j 
mitiga.te his punishment, by consigning him to t)ie 
solitary tower where we left him at the end of the I 
last chapter, and promised, that nothing should be I 
wanting to conduce to his safety and comfort. 

The disconsolate females, whom we left in Swit- | 
zerland, under the roof of the shepherd of Lauter- 
brunneo, were beginning, long ere now, to feel tha 
deepest anxiety for the fate of their countrymen. 
Reports, indeed, had reached the chalet, whidi I 
Albert and Mariette tried in vain to conceal from 1 
their young charge, that the whole band had been I 
given up to indiscriminate slaughter, without one 
fel^viog been left to tell the tale. Weeks rolled J 
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along, without anything transpiring to remove their 
gloomy apprehensiona ; and the exiled girls were 
begiiming to think, they had too good ground to 
conclude, that the day on which they bade fare- 
well to their heloved relatives on the banks of Lake 
Tbun, was the last on which they were to be per- 
mitted to see their faces on earth ! 

One evening, in the begimung of October, Alice 
and Juliu were seated at the firo of the little cha- 
let, brooding in silence over prospects that were 
every day growing darker. Albert had just re- 
turned from the mountain with his fieecy charge; 
his sagacious attendant, Blancho, lay stretched at 
his feet; while Mariette was busied in preparations 
for their frugal meal. 

As the little group were thus occupied, a Itnodc 
was heard at the door; the females started at the 
sound at that unwontod hour, nor was the sur- 
prise of the shepherdess diminished, when, on open- 
ing it, she beheld a figure, wrapped in a dark man- 
tle, standing before her. 

" Fear not, my good woman," said the stranger, 
seeing her agitation ; " I come on no evil errand. 
Are you the benefactress, and is this the home, 
which for three long years baa aheltered two help- 
less exiles underneath its roof T' 

Alice and her companion had, in their timidity, 
crept behind the chair of Albert. Unwilling to 
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disturb unneoesearily the profound slumbere of 
Blancho, Julia grasped in her hand his shaggy 
hide, to be in rcadinesa to eolicit his serviceB, if 
required. 

No sooner had Alice Vinson heard the voice of 
the stranger, than, uttering a ehriek of joy, she 
rushed to the door, and with open arms, welcomed 
in her kind friend and benefactor, Father Ber- 
nard. It was a day of jubilee to the two deso- 
late exiles. They hstened, with a joy, which no 
words can describe, to the intelligence, that their 
belovefl friends were now once more among their 

nativo fastnesses. A thousand interrogatories 

about the little band, were poured in upon the 
stranger — fresh wood was heaped on the fire — a 
simple feast was spread on their humble board— 
and never was happiness greater, nor attention I 
more rivctted, than when they listened to the 
daring achievements, the hair-breadth escapes, 
and the imminent perils, of a handful of brave j 
mountaineers, who had spread the terror of their ' 
name, into the camps and armies, the courts and I 
cabinets, of France and Sardinia. 

Still deeper and more intense, was the interest I 
with which Alice heard her kind benefactor relate ' 
the change which had taken place in his own soul, 
through the instrumentality of the sacred me- 
mento of gratitude which her beloved brother had 
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deposited in hia cloister. He drew the treasured 
volume from hia boaom, and the little circle united 
together in pouring out a tliankoffering of grati- 
tude and praise to God, for his providential pro- 
tection to their wandering countrymen. 

Several days were apent by Father Bernard at 
this peaceful retreat, before returning to th« camp 
of the Vaudoie, to carry the ei^ually welcome 
tidingH of their preservation to their anxious 
friends. It was when reaching the termination of 
this benevolent pilgrimage, that the fatal event 
took place, which deprived the Vaudoie of a faith- 
ful ally, and Herbert and Alice Vinson of one, 
who, next to the leader of the exiles, had proved 
their kindest and most devoted friend. 

But we muat now pass over the intervening 
months, during which, the Waldenaea remained 
encamped in their mountain stronghold, unmolest- 
ed by the foe, who had retired to their winter 
quarters, and once more introduce our readers to 
the lonely turret of the young captive at Pignerol. 
Let us only remark in passing, that notwithstand- 
ing the rigours of the season, most of the little 
band had survived its inclemencies in their Alpine 
citadel. Tlio surrounding forests contributed an 
abundant supply of fuel ; and the harvest of the 
preceding summer, which had been ollowed to re- 
main uDcut by then- enemies, hod been mirocu- 
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loudy preserved cminjared, under a deep covering 
of snow, and warded off the certain famine that 
must otherwise have overtaken them. 

This fact is recorded to this day, by their pious 
descendants, as one of the most striking of the 
many signal proofs of the interposition of the 
Crreat Head of the Church in behalf of this perse- 
cuted remnant, and as a remarkable fulfilment of 
his own proinke to his Buffering people" Their 
bread shall be ^ven them, and their water shall 
be sure.*" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 

Andy turning from my little window^ drew 

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu. 

But was it such ? — 

Ck)WPE&. 



The winter months rolled heavily over the head of 
the youthful prisoner. With many an anxious 
thought, he looked forward to the approaching 
spring, as the momentous crisis in which was to 
be finally determined, whether the standard of 
Protestantism or Popery should be erected in the 
valleys of Lucema and St Martin. 

A large detachment of French troops, who had 
been occupied in summer among the Waldensian 
fastnesses, were now stationed at Pignerol ; and, 
often did the heart of Ferdinand sink within him, 
as he overheard, from the place of his captivity, 
the fearful imprecations, and deadly vengeance, 
which they uttered against the persecuted race. 
Never was so deep a stain affixed on their ensigns, 
as on the banks of the G^rmanasca, by a handful 
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of peusnto; and the repose of winter only seem 
to increaso tbeir thirgt for revenge, and their i 
solution to permit tho stigma to remain no longer. 
Oq the last day of April. 10,000 French, and 
1 2,000 Sardinian troops, were marched to the Bal^ 
aille, to effect the diBlodgement of the mountaineei 
'■ Every barbet shall be hanged in the evening^^ 
was the cry that resounded from the esasperats 
armies, as they planted their banners at the baf 
of the impregnable fastness. Be Catinat, tfa^ 
French gtneral, plaoed himself at the head of th( 
regimt-nts of Bourbon, Artois, and Laearre — -thi 
in^Tncibles of the seventeenth centurj-. The i 
daunted A'audoia beheld the terrific an 
with unshaken fortitude, and prepared to recelvu 
their onset. An incessant fire was poured dowi 
upon them from the rocky arsenal — the older anilj 
more experienced marksmen occupying the loop- 
holes, while the more youthful were employed i 
loading their muskets. A quarter of an hour de- 
cided the contest. The legions of France andfl 
Piedmont quailed at the desperate valour of thaJ 
undisciplined mountaineers ; they retreated in n 
confusion, and left 400 dead on the field, while 
not a drop of blood had been lost by the Vaudois. 
De Catinat, covered with shame, threw up the . 
tnd, which now devolved on M. de Feuquie- 
but the shattered legions allowed them 
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selves only a short breathing time, before again 
venting their uneatiated vengeance. And, oa 
Easter Eve, the 10th of May, the trumpet once 
more sounded ; and French and Savoyards, wav- 
ing their naked swords in tho air, vowed they 
should never again be sheathed, until drenched 
with the blood of the barbets. They poured, with 
furious resolution, across the bridge, seized the 
village, and, raising a breast-work and parapet 
from its ruins, protected themselves from tho de- 
structive fire of the besieged. By shifting their 
parapet of faggots, they gradually advanced nearer 
and nearer, until they were within speaking dis- 
tance of the enemy, " Surrender, ye base 
traitors I" was a demand which was again and 
again made through a speaking trumpet — " sur- 
render, aud perchance ye may somewhat mitigate 
the fate which awaits you. Think you, ye bar- 
bets of Satan, that ye shall be permitted any 
longer to wave defiance in the face of the com- 
bined forces of France and Savoy I Surrender, or, 
by our holy faith, ye shall repent of your folly." 

But threats and menaces were in vain, to strike 
terror into hearts, who felt that God had espoused 
their cause j and Feuquieres, finding that a pro- 
fuse expenditure of ammunition was all that was 
effected by his daring attack, fell back on the 
tiuigenevert, a hill which rose on the opposite side 
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of the vaJley. and resolved there to erect batterii 
and fill them with cannon from Pignerol. T] 
white bajmer was now uprooted; and a c 
flag, the emblem of indiscriminate carnage, hoisted 
in its stead. 

It was on the 10th of May. that Perdimuid 
overheard, from his turret, the dreadful inteDi- 
genco, that several pieces of camion were next day 
to leave Pignerol, to be planted on the heights of 
the Guigenovert, to drive lila suffering kinsmen 
from their stronghold. Youi^ and inexp^'ienood 
as he was in military tactics, he well knew, that 
this terrific force would prove too powerful for the 
intrenchments of the Balsille, and that certain de- 
struction awaited the osiles. It may be imagined, 
with wliat feelings he listened at the window 
his solitary chamber, to the trampling of the 
steeds, and the heavy wheels of the artillery, 
were conveying the destructive engines to the val- 
ley of St Martin. His eye followed the dreadhil 
procession, until the last of the rear had turned 
Val Perosa. 

Three days after, the shrill notes of a trumpi 
were heard, proclaiming "to all who wished 
behold the destruction of the barbets, to repair 
the morrow to Pignertd!" Crowds of idle spectar] 
tors, gatliered at the summons, to be the witnesses 
of the meditated crutJty. As Ferdinand lay 
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ing on hia midnight couch, the streets reaoimded 
with bacchanalian revelries, and Teaata of rejoicing 
were held in oelobration of the expected tra- 
gedy. At an eariy hour in the morniDg, every 
house-top was crowded with spectators; each seem- 
ed desirous to catch the first glance of the caval- 
cade, and cominimicato the intelligence to the 
blood-thirsty multitudes. 

Ere the suo had climbed the meridian, a body 
of men were seen in the distance, slowly emerging 
from the entrance to the vaOey of Peroaa, and the 
glittering of swords and helmets announced to the 
crowd, that their sanguinary expectations were 
about to be realized. " They come — they come!" 
was echoed with frantic joy from street to street, 
and from wiildow to window; and the hammers of 
the workmen that were erecting the scaffolds, 
seemed to acquire a fresh impetus from the sound. 
There was at least one heart in Piguerol, which 
was filled with far otJier feelings than those of joy, 
on learning the approach of the oonquei-ore. Fer- 
dinand A rnaud received the appalliug intelligence, 
with the firmness and fortitude, the calmness and 
resignation, of a Christian martyr; but, at the 
same time, with all the deep and poignant feeling 
of a heart that was susceptible of the tenderest 
sjTnpathiea of human nature. It would have mi- 
nistered a melancholy alleviation to his grief, had 
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he enjoyed the preBence of a single friend in 
desolate moment; but he had now no longer 
affectionat* companion, who was wont to rejoii 
with him in all his joya, and weep with 
hia sorrows : and who, he felt assured, would tu 
have been wanting, in this honr of anguish, in 
niatering comfort to his fainting epirit. He ven» 
tured to look from his little window, which com- 
manded a prospect of the highway, and awful were 
the sensatione of the moment, which disclosed the 
enormous waggons moving along the road, cont^iik^i 
ing the victims of the approaching tragedy ! Thei 
followed an interval of agonizing suspense, betweeo 
their first appearance in the distance, and their 
arrival in the streets. He drew his ear closer to 
the bars of his window, to catch every whisper 
from beneath, that might reveal the truth. His 
countenance betrayed the deep emotions that were 
heaving in his bosom. At one moment, he wa4 
pale with terror, and his eyes were filled with tears; 
at another, his hands were clasped to heaven, in 
earnest supplication that God " would hear the 
groaning of the prisoner, and free them that were 
appointed to death." He listened; but the deafen^ 
ing clamours of the crowd were now exchanged fc 
a gloomy, portentous silence, im if the dreadf\il^ 
prelude and precursor of approaching death, 
listened still: suddenly, the death-like paleni 
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his oheek was suffused with a flush of crimson; 
once more, his hands were uplifted iu prayer, and 
a flood of teara gushed from his e3'e8. But — these 
tears were tears of joy — those prayers were the 
breathings of wonder, love, and praise! Hia ear 
listened to tidings, which were at first too astound- 
ing to bo credited, that 20,000 of the choicest 
chivoh^' of France and Sardinia, with then- de- 
structive artillery, had been unable to singe so 
much as one hair of the Vaudois; and that the 
waggons which climbed the steeps of St Martino, 
to be filled with the wretched exiles, had actually 
been converted by the assailants into hospitals for 
their own wounded — receptacles for their own 
slain! It was the work of God! another pledge, 
that Omnipotence was on tho side of the defence- 
less eufierers. Ferduiand threw himself on his 
couch, in prostrate adoration to the God of his 
fathers, who had once more given to hia people 
" help from trouble, when vain was tlie help of 



It was on the 13th of May, that these pieces of 
artillery first awoke their thunders in Val St Mar- 
tino. The entrenchments of tho Balsille, imp^^ 
vious to musketry, were driven to pieces by this 
terrific force. The Vaudois retreated from para- 
pet to parapet, iih the last enibraaure was demo- 
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Uabed ; and the ebades of the eyening found them ; 
on the very brink of destruction. It was evident,' J 
that by no effort of bravery could their mountai 
stronghold be any longer tenable: death, 
night escape, were their only alternatives; bu6' 
how was the latter to be aoeompliahed! The ene- 
my had posted deta^^hmenta on all the heights and 
paeees around, to prevent the possibility of eeca| 
and large fires were blazing on every menotfiil 
top, to prevent their avaOing themselves of 
darkness of the night. To any other mindo, bnt 
those of these daring men, all would now have 
seemed hopelessly and irrecoverably lost ; but the 
thought of falling into the hands of their inhumui 
oppressors, goaded them on to hazard every perS 
and endure every suffering, rather than submit to 
be the victims of their ruthless vengeance. 

" Retreat, we must, brave friends f exclaimed 
Amaiid; " though our road should lie over ravine 
and precipice; it is better far to meet our death 
by being shattered on the rocks, than surrender 
our bodies to infamy and torture. See," conti- 
nued he, as he pointed to a cloud of mist, whioh 
at that moment came rolling down the valley, 
" how the hand of Jehovah is in this, tho hour of 
our extremity, outstretched to save us!" And it 
was even so: they were enveloped in its sable cur^ 
twn; which was so dense, as to permit them to. 
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descend the rock undisoovored. Their routo lay 
over frightful procipices, down which thoy con- 
trived to lower themaelvea, by eliding on their 
backs, and catching hold of tho projecting frag- 
mente of stone. It was neoeesary to tako off their 
ehoee, to preserve a more profound silence, and 
their feet were torn and lacerated by the thorns 
and rough pieces of rook which were scattered on 
their path. After indescribable dangers and suf- 
ferings, thoy were seen, two hours after day break, 
far above the enemy, on the ridge of the Guigene- 
vert, Tho alarm was. sounded; and Feuquieres at 
first refused to give credence to the daring retreat. 
He ordered his troops to attack, without delay, 
the deserted entrenchments, and the air rang with 
horrid imprecations, as thoy beheld nothing left, 
but tho naked rooks, — their labours frustnitijd, — 
thoir schemes disconcerted, — their valour mocked 
and insulted, — ^by a handful of undisciplined moun- 
taintKjrsI 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Cbildhood's loved group revkits every scene > 
The tangled wood- walk, and the tufted green ; 
Up springs, at every step, to claim a tear. 
Some little friendship, formed and cherished here ; 
And, not the lightest leaf, but, trembling, teems 
With golden visions and romantic dreams. 

ROOEBS. 



As we must now draw our narrative to a close, it 
will be necessary to pass in silence, over the suc- 
cession of dangers and perils, which the Waldenses 
underwent, subsequent to their retreat from the 
Balsille. This nocturnal decampment, so far from 
purchasing for them a respite from farther pursuit, 
only tended to fan the flame, which repeated de- 
feats had kindled in the breasts of their persecu- 
tors. Day after day, they were hunted from hill 
to hill, and from mountain to mountain, and many 
were the unhappy victims, who, from fatigue or 
sickness, lingered behind and fell a prey to the 
merciless cruelties of the foe. They retreated 
among the fastnesses of Angrogna, sending out 
from time to time, small foraging detachments, 
while the main body remained intrenched, among 



OF LUCERNA. 153 

its deep ravines, and impenetrable thickets. The 
very name of a Vaudois, now struck terror into 
the heart of the enemy, and a hundred disciplined 
men would retreat at the sight of a few peasants, 
who, although untutored in the tactics of the plain, 
were greatly their superiors in the arts of moun- 
tain warfare. Tho divine promise to the Israelites 
of old, seemed in their case literally fulfilled: " Five 
of you ahall chase an humlred, and an hundred of 
you shall put ten thousand to flight, and your ene- 
mies shall fall before you by the sword." 

One evening near the end of May, while they 
lay encamped on the heights of Angrogna, the 
loveliest and most romantic of all the valleys, their 
eyes were attracted by a emaU cavalcade in the 
distance, moving up the glen, and bearing on en- 
sign, different from any which they had for long 
been accustomed to behold: " A flag of truce! a 
flag of truce!" waa shouted by tbo enthusiastic 
band. "Gonit be that a propitious Heaven ts about 
to terminate our sufferings, and make these valleys 
once more our own?" Two envoys of the king of 
Savoy advanced, bearing the emblem of peace, 
Arnaud and his troop laid aside their weapons, 
and with respectful deference rose to receive them. 

" We come, brave men of the valleys," said 
Bertin, who held the terms of conciliation in his 
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band, " we come on an errand of peace; — once, w© ' 
were foes; now, we desire to become your friends!" 

" Never,'' replied Amaud, •' wae it the deeira I 
of a Vatidois, that that friendship sliould have ' 
been turned into hostility. We are men, loving 
peace; our religion is a religion of peace; our God 
is a God of peace; and it is only when compelled 
to purchaee peace, at the expenae of conscience, | 
liberty, truth, that we ever have had reoouTBC to , 
arms. Lot the house of Savoy point to tlie page 
in our annals, when the ProteBtants of Clueone 
and Luoerna rose in rebellion, or were unmindful 
of the allegiance they owed to their lawful sove- , 
reign, and we are willing this moment to atone 
with our lives, for the crimes of our forefathers." 

" Had your religion, good fWenda," replied tlie I 
envoy, " been in keeping with your loyalty and 
heroism, a nobler heritage would now have beea | 
yours, than these savage fastnesses. But, enough I 
of the past, — listen to what I have now to lay be- ( 
fore you." 

Every ear was attention, as the ambassador | 
proceeded to deolaie the royal nieeeage: 

" The monarch of France," said he, " the I 
hanghty and supercilious tyrant, who has been tJae I 
author of all the evils that now afflict you, und 1 
who has deluged your valleys with blood, has de- 
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clared war against your liege lord and soveivign 
of Savoy. The armies of LouU are even now 
preparing to desolate his doniiuions, and threaten 
the security of his throne. It is the pleasure of his 
RoyaJHighnes8,tiO grant pardon to every Protestant 
Vaudois, to reinstate them in their lawful poascs- 
eions, to restore to them their churches, and the 
free use of their own religion, on condition that 
they rally around him in this hour of need, and 
assist in quelling the oppressor." 

" tiivo ua our homes! give us our Bibles! pvt; 
us oui' God!" cried the little band in this moment 
of their enthusiasm, " and we shall promise, nut 
only to Icaguo ourselves with our sovereign against 
the common enemy, but to be the first to attack, 
and the last to retreat; the foremost in every bat* 
tie, and the last on every field!" 

" it is enough, it is enough," said the envoy, 
" ye are brave men, and trusty aubjoot«. I shall 
convey your answer to your royal inaetor, and, in 
a few days, we shall wait on you, with a definite 
reply, and formal articles of convention." 

At the stipulated time the ambassadors return- 
ed, and Arnaud had a treaty of peace, signed by 
the sovereign himselil put into his hands. 

The French were now the only foo they had to 
droad; but, with the aid of their new allies, they 
speedily compelled them to evocoate the moun- 



IBfi TOE EXILES 

tains; and, once more, Lucema and ite surround' 
ing valleys, were i>eopled with their expatriated 
inhabitants; their hamlete restored, their sano'J 
tuariee thrown open, " their swords changed into 1 
ploughshares, and their spears into pruning hooks!" 

The enraptm^d feelings of the exiles, when they I 
found themselvGsonoemore in the land of their birth, I 
is what the imagination may feebly picture, but | 
cannot be described. Day after day, the prisons I 
of Piedmont, in which hundreds of the suflerera 
had for years scarce seen the light of the sun, were i 
emptied of their captives, to whom the air of | 
heaven would, in any circumstances, have been i 
happy exchange for the pestilential vapours of a I 
dungeon; but how sweet was that liberty, whioli 1 
permitted them to breathe the air of tbeir own 
lovely mountains, and luxuriate amid haunts hal- 
lowed by the noblest and most endearing assooiar ' 
lions ! — A detaehment was deputed to proceed to 
the Swiss cantons, to bring back the femaJe refu- 
goos, who had been left behind; and never can that 
night be forgotten in the annals of Lucema, when, 
under a bright setting sun, the returning wanderers 
were seen wending their way np the lovely valley. | 
Ties, which they imagined had been dissolved for I 
ever, again cemented, — wives restored to the em- 
brace of their husbands, — children to parents, — 
brothers t« sisters, — Mende to friends ! Their joy. 
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indeed, was in few instances unmingled with sor- 
row; few wore without their bereavoinenta, — but. 
gratitude for present mercies, softened and ullevi- 
ated the bitter recolloetions of the past. 

An enrly day was, by general consent, appoint- 
ed for public thanksgiving to the (lod of their fa^ 
there, for the signal doHverance he had vouchsafed 
them. Villar, from its central situation, was select- 
ed as the place of rendenvous, and, at an early hour, 
on the appointed morning, groups from the sur- 
rounding communes, poured into the little hamlet. 
The place of meeting was on the slope of one of 
those lovely grassy banks, which skirt the margin 
of the Pelice, with sylvan glories on every side. It 
was a point, which commanded the whole extent 
of the valley of Lucerna, from the savage grandeur 
of the Col de la Oroix, down to the verdant plains 
and vineyards of St Giovanni and Piedmont. A 
rude platform was erected on a natural elevation, 
from which Amaud conducted the services. The 
scene was ono of patriarchal simplicity. It would 
be viun to attempt depicting the thousand inter- 
esting countenances that surrounded their peasant 
hero; tears of grief and joy mingled profusely on 
the grassy turf, as they recounted to each other the 
tale of their pergonal sufl'orings, or poured out 
their tribute of thanksgiving for their wonderful 
deliverances. 
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There wa» one little group, stationed imini 
at«ty umlor ihc speaker, which we oannot pass o< 
ia aUeooe^ It was Herbert Vinson and Fei 
Arnatid, se4ikted once more by the side of tho« 
whose visions had haunted many a dream, on the 
coid sod, in the lonely cell, and in the hour uf bat- 

tlo. Alice and Julia still retained in their cood- 

tenanctts, traoos of deep sorrow, and protracted 
Boasons of anxiety and fear; but the loetre 
lighted up their dark cyea, indicated, that for ft^ 
while at least, the piunful scenes of the pa«t w< 
forgottt'n. in th© ecstasy of the present hour. 

Two other individuals, who seemed not to be the 
least dolighttni participants in the day of jubilee, 
coDipletffl the interesting group. These were, an 
tkgei man, arrayed in a shepherd's garb, whose sit 
very locks bung with patriarchal grace over hiavl 
shoulders. — and an elderly female, seated at his side, 
who was liBtcning with astonished interest to the 
Buucdotos of danger, peril, and sufiering reliearsed 
by (Jie two youthful chainpione. A sagacious n)a»- 
tifflay strt'tebed at their feet, whose grey hairs that; 
\Torw beginning to mingle with the jet of liis glossy 
hide, intinMttml that he too. like his master, 
fast sinking in years. Albert and Mariette Pey<- 
nuii prefism-d parting with their chalet and their 
foldx. to tiiddiu^ faro'A'ell to those, who, during a 
rtwidtfuoo of nearly three winters in their mouataia 
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home, had entwined thomselvoa with filial affection 
around their hoarta. When the measougors arrived 
to conduct their adopted charge to their native 
valleys, the shepherd of Lauterbrunnen, in the 
spirit of the affectionat* Mnabitess, exclaimed, as 
by tuma he elaaped them in his arms, " wliither 
thou goest, I will go, — and where thou lodgcBt, I 
wiU lodge : thy people shall be my people, and thy 
God my God. Where thon diest, will I die, and 
there will I bo buried. The Lord do so to me, and 
more also, if ought but death part thee and me." 
As we have already said, he hod often longed for on 
opportunity, of visiting the homes of his anoestryi 
the sweet abodes of piety and truth; besides, he 
was beginning, from his advanced age, to be incapar 
oitated for the arduous toils of a mountain life; and 
he rejoiced that Providence had now put it in his 
power to spend his declining years among the fer- 
tile vineyards and olive groves of Lucerna, under 
the genial sunshine of an Italian sky, and glad- 
dened by the CliHstian converse of those, whom ho 
lovod as his own soul. 

The services of the day were conductud with 
devout simplicity. The address of Aniand, teemetl 
with his wonted enthusiasm and ardent piety. Ho 
seemed to catch new inspiration in the spot where 
he stood, from the varied landscape around him, 
and the still more cheering sympathies of a thou- 
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Band Clirietian hearts, beating responsive to his J 
own. 

It had been the great aim of this noble patriot,! 
eince the firat hour when tliey set out on their en-l 
terpriae, to lead their thoughts to a higher thaixJ 
human strength, and to look for euccees, to rJ 
stronger than human arm. And now, when their i 
triumphant standards were planted on their native 
soil, and when, in the fluah of victory, the pride of 
the human apirit would have been moat apt to , 
exult over the feata of its own prowess, he made it I 
still his anxious endeavour to impress on their] 
minds, that " not unto them, — not unto him, bufcf 
unto God alone, belonged all the glory." 

He, accordingly, selected as the subject of his 1 
address, the song of deliverance of the Chm-ch of j 
old: 
" If it hail DDt been (lie Lord wbo was on our aide, now may I 

Hay; 
U it had not been the Lord who was on our aide, when men rcne op 1 

agaiuHt us; 
Then Cliey had swallowed xa up rtuick, wlien their wrath was Mod- | 

led against us ; 
Then the waters had overwhelmed o», the Btream had gone over 

Tlien the proud waters had gone over our soul. 

Blesaed he the Lord, who hath not given ua as a prey to llteir 

teeth. 
Our Boul is escaped Ha a bird, out of the snare of the fowlets : 
The snare is hrolien, and we are eataped. 
Oar help ia in llie name of the Lord, who mode heaven and 
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" Dear friends," continued he, aa he concludod 
his animated diaoourae, " God has restored the 
scattered sheep to the fold of their fathers, — 
but where are the shepherds ? A cloud of sorrow 
darkens this hour of joy, when I look, in vain, 
among the faces around me, for the aged patriarchs 
who were wont to dispense to us the bread of life, 
to comfort us in the hour of sorrow, to cheer us in 
tlio hour of death. — Alas, when I look to that 
humble spire," said he, pointing to the little sanc- 
tuary at Villaj", " it reminds me of one, whose 
memory is too deep for tears. Yes," said the pea- 
sant warrior, his eye filling aa ho spoke, — " Rodolph 
Vinson — the patriarch of the vaJloys, the kind pa- 
rent, the faithful pastor, the affectionate friend, is 
now no more ! Yonder cold mountain is the home 
of his body ! To him who was worthy of the best 
grave in Lucerna, has been assigned the turf of an 
Alpine solitude ! But he has gone to " the rest 
which remaineth for the people of God" — and never 
shall we again see him, till that day when the mar- 
tyred dead shall appear with their risen Lord ! 
Oh ! that the thought of his being added to the cloud 
of witnesses, may animate us in our Christian con- 
flict, to follow his steps and participate in his crown.' 

There is one here, upon whom the mantle of 
the patriarch's virtues, as well aa his name, has 
fallen. One, whose pious spirit has borne up un- 
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(ler many a dark hour,— and whose daring heroism 
hail contributed in turning the tide of many » 
doubtful conflict; — and, methinks no voioe will I 
sound sweeter in the Bonotuary which was wont to*| 
be hallowed by the piety of him who is now depart- 
ed, — than that of — Herbert Vinson !" A mur- 
imu" of applause, from the attentive audience, ex- 
pressed their joyful acquiescence in the proposal. 
After Amaud had submitted to them eome other 
measures, relative to their settlement in thmr an- 
oient possessions, and eixhorted them not to allows d 
the wrongs and suiferings of the past to shake/ 1 
their loyalty and allegiance to their rightful eove- t 
reign, — they united together, before separating, in | 
singing the beautiful hymn of the returning cap- I 
tivesfrom Babylon, whose exile was in many re-i 
spects 80 Bimilar to their own. 

Wlien Zioii's bonrlage Gtid turned baek. 

Like men thftt dreamed were we ! 

Then, iilled »it1i liiughtcr vna our raDuth, 

Our tuDgue witb moloilj. 

They 'mong tlie heathen said, the Lord 

GnOit thingH foe them hath wrought ; 

The Lord hath doDC great things far as, 

Wlience joy to ua ia brought ! 

As atretuns nf water iu the auuth, 

Our bond&ge, Lord, recsll, 

Who BOW in teara, a reaping time 

Of juy, enjoy tfaey sbaJl I 
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That nun, who, bearing precious seed. 
In going fortli dotli luouni. 
He, {luubtleffl, bringiug back his abuaves, 
RejoicLng shall rt-tum,* 



We have followed the Waldensian exilee id their 
adversity, — we must leave it to imagination to fol- 
low them in their prosperity. Arnaud felt himself 
bound to fulfil his promise of once moro abandon- 
ing, for a short timo, the quiet of domestic life, for 
the din of camps and the heat of battles, to assist 
his sovereign in biuubliog the haughty spirit of 
their common enemy. He marched at the head of 
a thousand men, to ravage the French frontier; 
opened the passes of Piedmont to the armies of 
Eugene, — and, by his skilful manoeuvring, in de- 
taining the French troops in the south, while the 
allied armies were collecting their strength in the 
Low Countries, ho materially contributed to the 
laurels of Hochstett ajid Blenheim. 

Only a few weeks elapsed, before the pastors who 
had survived the persecution, assembled together 
to appoint overseers for the bereaved flocks. Her- 
bert Vinson was Bolemnly set apart, by the lajing 



' See AjipcodiK, t 
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on of the hands of the Presbytery, for the charge I 
of his deceased parent; and Ferdinand Arnaud had I 
allotted to him, the romantic commune of Rora.* 
The degtinies of the two familieB had now been for | 
long united, and their mutual friendships deepened | 
into more tender attachments. Herbert received j 
the hand of the companion of Alice in her exile,- 
while young Amaud was united to the orphan sia- ] 
ter of one, who, from hie earliest years, hi proapa- 1 
rity, as well as in adversity, had proved his unfail- 
ing friend. 

In a humble cot, in the commune of Villar, sur- 
rounded with a httle garden, and over-arched by a 
luxuriant vine, trellissed on poles, which supported 
the projecting roof, Albert and Mariette Peyrani 
spent their declining days. The evening of this 
aged Christian's life was without a cloudy he fell 
asleep, amid the tears of affectionate friends, exult- 
ing in the same hope which had gladdened him ui i 
his journey through this vale of sorrow, and of ] 
which, death ushered him into the full fruition. 
His longing wish was fulfilled : — His head was laid I 
in the tomb by a beloved pastor, and his ashes 
were mingled with the hononrerl dust of his nu 
tyred forefathers, in the church-yard of Villar. 

Thus did the light of truth again hum in the . 



* See Ai^endlx, m 
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valleys of Piedmont, when it was on the point of 
being extinguieted for ever ; — the scattered flock 
once more were permitted to worship within the 
enclosures of their own fold, " without any to make 
them afraid;" and while many desponding hearts 
had been sending up their complaint to Heaven, 
" Lord, they have killed thy prophets, and digged 
down thine altars I — What said the answer of God 
unto them ! — I have reserved to myself seven thou- 
sand men, who have not bowed the knee unto 
Baal!" 
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Note A. 



Napoleon himself could not withhold his tribute, 
to the almost incredible bravery exhibited by these 
mountaineers in the course of this persecution. At 
his interview with Peyrani, the late Moderator of 
the Vaudois church, the following conversation 
took place : — 

Napoleon. " You are one of the Protestant 
clergy?" 

Peyrani. " Yes, sire, and moderator of the 
Vaudois Church," 

Nap. " You are schismatics from the Roman 
Church r 

Peyr. " Not schismatics, I hope, but separatists, 
from scruples of conscience, on grounds that we 
consider to be scriptural." 

Nap. " You have had some brave men among 
you, but your mountains are the best ramparts 
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you can have. Caesar found some trouble in pass> 
ing your defiles with his legions. IsAmaucTs ' La 
Rentree Glorieuse'' correct f^ 

Peyr. " Yes, sire, believing our people to have 
been assisted by Providence,'" &c. &c. 

— See Dr Gilly's Researches. 



NoteB. 

At this moment, the churches in the sequester- 
ed valleys of Dauphiny are in a deeply interesting 
state. Christianity and human nature are still to 
be found there in their most primitive condition. 
The wild and sterile magnificence of this moun- 
tain region does not possess for the traveller, the 
attractiveness of the rich and picturesque vall^ 
of the Waldenses ; and consequently the beautiful 
native simplicity of character of these " tenants of 
^^the rock,^^ has not suffered the contamination 
which intercourse with strangers is often found to 
produce. Their dress, their appearance, their 
manners, their mode of life, are quite unique. 
The old men still retain the cumbrous cocked hat, 
and pig-tailed quieu, the short coat, knee breeches, 
and other relics of patriarchal simplicity, which, 
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to a Scotchman, would almost point them out as 
the prototypes of tlie Covenantera of other daya. 
Their food is a brown bread of unsifted rye, baked 
annually, and eerves for the whole season; and 
their miserable hovels contain within their mud 
walls, in exemplary harmony, goats, mules, cows, 
poultry, and human beings. Yet all is peace and 
contentment. *The stranger who enters these hum- 
ble cots, will not be long of discovering the com- 
patibility of inteihgoncc, domestic happiness, and 
an elevated tone of piety, with much outward 
wretchedness, poverty, and filth. We cannor re- 
sist this opportunity of recommending the perusal 
of Dr Gilly's interesting " Memoir of Feli.t Neff," 
a young Swiss, who consecrated his life to the 
noble task of ministering to the spiritual and tem- 
poral comforts of these secluded mountaineors. 
His perilous labours among snows, glaciers, and 
wintry tempests, were worthy of the spirit of a 
martyr. Often, for months together, would he 
domicile himself amid the gloomy wilds of Dor- 
milleuse, the highest inhabited spot in Europe, 
with nothing but a stable for his home ; or travel 
for twenty or thirty miles on foot, to impart in- 
struction or consolation to his scattered flock, 
although that could ^quently be accomplished 
only by having steps cut in the ice, or by passing 
through defiloB oveihuug by the avalanche. He fell 
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a sacrifice, in the prime of youth, to his unremitting 
toils ; but there are hundreds in these lonely glens, 
who Btill speak of him as their spiritual father, and 
whose children " rise up and call him blessed." 



NoteC. 



The interest which Cromwell took in the cai 
of the suffering Protestants, forms a redeeming ) 
quality in liis character, and would almost seem to 
account, in some degree, for the smiles which Pro- 
vidence cast upon him in his extraordinary career. 
During the barbarous persecution of the Walden- 
sea which took place in 1655, thirty years previous 
to that which we have described, ho ahono con- 
spicuous among their benefactors. Milton, whose 
beautiful sonnet "on tho massacre of the Vau- 
dois," is prefixed to tho first chapter, had at this , 
time great influence at court ; and letters written | 
by his classical pen, in behalf of tho persecuted, 
were despatched from the English throne to tho 
monarchs of Prance, Sweden, Denmark, the Duke I 
of Savoy, and the States-General of the United I 
Provinces. One only of these we shall here tran- 




scribe, OB a specimen. It was sent in 1655 fruiu 
Cromwell to the Duke of Savoy. 

" Most Serene Prince — 

" We are informed by letters received from 
several places in the vicinity of your dominions, 
that the subjects of your royal highness profess- 
ing the reformed religion, have been commanded 
by an edict, published by your authority, to 
quit their habitations and Ittnds, within throe 
days after the promulgation of the said edict, 
under pain of death, and tlie confiscation of their 
property, unless they shall enter into an engago- 
ment to abjure their own, and to embrace the Ro- 
man Catholic faith, before the end of twenty days. 
We have learned also, that, regardless of their 
humble petitions to your highness, praying that 
you would bo pleased to revoke the said edict, and 
to grant the same privileges, which were anciently 
conceded by your serene ancestors, your army fell 
upon them, cruelly slaughtered great numbers, im- 
prisoned others, and drove the rest to flee for re- 
fuge to desolate places, and to mountains covered 
with snow, whLTo hundreds of families are re- 
duced to such extremity, that, it is to be feared, 
they will all shortly perish with cold and hunger. 
Upon receiving intelligence of the melancholy con- 
dition of this oppressed people, it was impossible 
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not to feel ^e greatest commiseration and grief ]l 
for we not only consider ourselves united to thed 
by common ties of humaoitj', but by those of tin 
same religion. Feeling, therefore, tliat we are in-l 
voked by the sacred voice of brotherly love, we de-'J 
clare that we should fail in our duty to ourBelvea, 1 
to God, to our brethren, and to the religion v 
profess, if we were not deeply moved by a sense (rf"! 
their calamitiea, and if we did not employ ever^l 
means in our power, to obtain an alleviation of I 
their unparalleled sufferings. It is on this ; 
count that we most earnestly entreat, and con-r I 
jure your highness, in the first pla^^e, to call to I 
mind the enactments of your serene ancestors, and [ 
the coucessiouH which they made and conHrmed 
from time to time in favour of the Waldensea ; 
which concessions were granted, no doubt, in obe^ 
dience to the will of God, who desires that Uberty J 
of conscience should be the inviolable right of every j 
man, and in consideration of the merits of these ^ 
their subjects, who have ever been found valiant 
and faithful in war, and obedient in time of peace. 
And as your serene highness has graciously and 
nobly trodden in the steps of your predecessors in 
all other things, we again and again beseech you, 
that you will not depart from them in this in- 
stance, but that you will revoke this edict, and any 
other that is oppressive to your subjects, iti conse- 
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(jucnce of their professing tho reformed religion ; 
that you will restore them to their putemal habita- 
tions and property ; that you will confirm their an- 
cient rights and privilegea ; that you will cause re- 
paration to be made for their injuries ; and order an 
end to be put to all vexatious proceedings against 
them. If your highness will comply with this re- 
quest, yon will do what is most acceptable to God ; 
you will comfort and support the minds of those 
unhappy sufferers, and yon will be conferring a fa- 
vour upon the neighbouring Protestant states, and 
especially upon us, who will ever consider such 
clemency as tho effect of our interceaeion ; which 
will constrain uh to do every kind office in return, 
and will be the means not only of strengthening, 
but of renewing and increasing the relations and 
friendship which has eubsisted between thia com- 

I monwealth and your dominions. Promising our- 

selves much from your justice and moderation, we 
heartily pray God to direct your mind and thoughts, 
and so to grant you and your people the blessings 
of peaee and truth, and to prosper all your under- 

■ takings. 

" Given at our Court at Weatniinstor, the 25th 
dayof May 1655. 

I " Oliver, Protector." 

b It ia deligl: 



It is delightful to mark tho deep sj-mpathy 




bj^all theVntegtukt 

the saSexiosB of these 

We find the Swi» cao- 

g» d*7 (or poUic bmniltatitNi, aod re- 

( m geoBol sobsoiptkia for thar re- 

B faOoved IB Ejigluid and 

; f^iHwiil ftoduBed ft national Gut ; a 

^■*-— *^~ sf tfaair distranes was, bj bis 

' (Biku, fciamd and ajwbted, and the mm of 

L^S.S4], la. Gd. «w taind, hnied bf a oontii- 

tartiaB of I..SOOO froai the pany pvrae. 

Nat OMttented with tli»« |rwJniiiiMHy mj^iiPM 

tfw PnMactor ^poted SrSaamEl Morland to pro- 
1 ^nm te the Oourt at Turin, and de- 
e of the Dvke of Savoy, to 
k bk cTTwl poLiey toirardfl 
The (vnferenoe took 
I ^laee at Biroli, m pra w o e of tbe ronl DunQv and 
} whole voart. The addseas of tbe yoDDg diplo- 
itart is chaiaeberiaed t hr p u ghoat bj deep feel- 

We eao on^ aBicd efmeo for a qnotatioD. 
" The most eerene Protector of En^and hath 
been infonned, that part of theoe moet misanble 
people have beoi era^Cfy massacred br yoor foreei^ 
pgut driven ont by violenee, and forced to kave 
their native habitations; ani so, witboat boose or 
shelter, poor and deetitnti- uf all relief, do wander 
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craggy and uninhabitable places, and mountaina 
covered with snow. Oh ! the fired housea which 
are yet smoking, the torn limbs, and ground de- 
filed with blood! 



" Some men, an hundred years old, decrepit 
with age and bedrid, have been burned in their 
beds. Some infants have been dashed against the 
rocks, others have had their throats cut, whoso 
brains have, with more than Cyclopean cruelty, 
been boiled and eaten by the murderers! What 
need I mention more, although I could reckon up 
very many cruelties of the same kind, if I were not 
astonished at the very thought of them. If all the 
tyrants of all times and ages were alive again, 
(which I would speak without any offence to your 
highness, seeing we believe none of these things 
were done through any default of yours,) certainly 
they would be ashame<l when they should find 
that they had contrived nothing in comparison 
with these things, that might be reputed barbar- 
ous and inhuman. 

" In the mean time, the angels are surprised 
with horror; men are amazed; heaven itself scenia 
to bo astonished with the cries of dying men; and 
the very earth to blush, being discoloured with the 
gore and blood of so many innocent persons! Do 
not thou, O thou Most High God, do not thou 
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zake that rereage, wldrii is doe to io great wick- 
t dn tmvf K. and horriUe TiDaniee! Let thy Uood, 
O Gtoiit. wadi a«aT ibm Mood T 



D. 



TWe Valey of Pmgdag is now, alas! no kmger 
wlttt it onre was, — tlie stron^KM of Protestant- 
ian. Br a baae infiractioii of the moflt aaored and 
bindinr engmeenatis on the put of the house of 
Bonrimi. its inhabitants w^e crneDv dqmyed of 
the religioQS prerogatiTes whidi from time imme- 
morial ther poasesBed. ^ Their chnrches," re- 
maris one of their own anoent historians, ^ are 
tmhr Protestant, time out of mind: their old peo- 
ple (and some are aboot an hmidred rears old,) 
have never heard bom their fathers or grand- 
&therB, that mass was erer song in th^ ooontrj.^ 
Loois XrV^ in direct Tiolation of the solenm trea^ 
ties of his predecessors. Heniy IV. and Louis 
XIII., ceded this magnificent ralley to Victor 
Amadeos, om tie ejrpretg condition^ that the Pro- 
testants shoold be exterminated. ^* And where 
are the Boorbons nowf" is the impressive comment 
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of Dr Gilly, on this act of regal perjury, " Righ- 
teous art thou, Lord!" 

Though nominally catholic, however, there is 
stiU left a smaU remnant, imbued with the ancient 
spirit, who sigh in secret over its desolations. 
The catholic priests are at this moment watching 
with a jealous eye, every symptom of returning 
life, fearful lest these smouldering ashes should 
again burst into a flame. An emissary of the 
Vatican lately scoured the valley, demanded admit- 
tance into every suspected cot and hamlet, and 
the result of his scrutiny was a collection of up- 
wards of sixty Bibles, Testaments, and Protestant 
catechisms, which he committed indiscriminately 
to the flames! The young native, who told the cir- 
cumstance, mentioned that bis own uncle was 
among the number who had to deliver up the 
treasured volume into the hands of the ecclesiasti- 
cal plunderer; but added, that another now sup- 
plied its place, carefully secreted from future de- 
predators. 
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GaBteDazzo is a bold rock, which erowns the 
mmmiit of Mont Vaadeliii in the VaDey of Ln- 
oema, in which there is formed a natural cavern, 
where three or foor hundred Vaudois w^ie wont 
to take refuge in the hour ot perBecntion. 'the 
entrance was so narrow as ODtj to admit one per- 
son at a time, it had a fountain of water, and was 
spacious enough to contain a large suppfy of pro- 
\iBions and ammunition. 



NoteF. 

Instances are by no means uncommon in the 
Waldensian history, of those who externally avow- 
ed a Catholic creed, secretly countenancing the 
persecuted Protestants, as we have described in 
the case of Father Bernard; and among these not 
a few of noble birth, whose favour for the truth 
would never have been known, had they not fallen 
aacrifioes to tiieir valour, and been discovered 
qt the slain. A remarkable example is relat- 
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ed by Jones in his interesting history, as having 
taken pluce after the battle of Muret in (Jasoony: 
" A singular diBclosure wn« made after the battle; 
and as the circumstance tends to throw a ray of 
light upon tho secret history of these times, it dt,- 
serves to be recorded. When the battle of Muret 
was over, 'there was found among the slain, be- 
longing to the Albigenses, a knight in bla^k ar- 
mour. On examination, behold, it was found to 
be none other than Peter, king of Arragon. There 
also lay one of his sons, and many of the Arra- 
gonian gentlemen and vassals, who, while ostensi- 
bly supporting the Roman church, had, in disguise, 
been fighting in defence of the Albigenses." 



NotbG. 



It was in this commune, that Victor Amadous 
took refuge, a few years subsequent to the perse- 
cution we Imve described, when pursued by tlie 
anuies of Louis XIV. A remarkable proof of the 
reliance be placed in the loyalty of his Vaudois 
subjoots, in selecting, as the place of his conceal- 
ment, the home of one of those very people who 
had still fresh in their recollection those aggra- 
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vated barbarities of which he had been the guilty 
author. Nor was his confidence misplaced, al- 
though the revealer would have been richly remu- 
nerated for delivering up the royal fugitive. He 
remained concealed for a fortnight in the cottage 
of a peasant, till his capital was regained by Prince 
Eugene; and he rewarded the faithfulness of the 
mountaineer, by presenting him with — ^his silver 
drinking cup ! ! 



Note H. 

Many learned writers, and among these Faber, 
Bishop Lloyd, Boyer, and Whiston, have consider- 
ed the prophecy regarding the " two Witnesses" 
in Revelation, as referring to the Waldensian and 
Albigensian churches, and their slaughter and 
restoration to life there predicted, having received 
its accomplishment in the persecution we have de- 
scribed. The passage in the Apocalypse, it wiU 
be remembered, is as follows: " And when they 
shall have finished their testimony, the beast that 
ascendeth out of the bottomless pit shall make war 
against them, and shall overcome them, and kill 
them. And their dead bodies shall lie in the street 
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of the great city, which spiritually is called Sodom 
and Egypt, where alao our Lord was crucified. 
And they of the people, and kindreds, and 
tongues, and nations, shall see their dead hodiee 
three days and a half, and shall not suffer their 
dead bodies to be put in graves; and they that 
dwell on the earth shall rejoice over them, and 
make merry, and shall send gifts one to another: 
because these two prophets tormented them that 
dwelt on the earth ; and after three <f^t/s and a half, 
the spirit of life from God entered into them, and 
they stood upon their feet, and great fear fell upon 
them which saw them." 

The most striking coincidence between the pro- 
phecy and its alleged fulfilment in this persecution, 
is the period of duration, three prophetical days 
and a half, i. e. three years and a half, during 
which the " dead bodies'" of the Witnesses were to 
lie unbnried " in the street," being the exact space 
of time which elapsed between the expatriation of 
the Vaudois by the edict of Amadeus in 1686, and 
their return and re-establishment in 1690. And 
certainly the slaughter and sudden infusion of life 
described in the verses above, are no inappropri- 
ate emblems of the political extinction and sudden 
resuscitation of these faithful " witnesses for the 
truth." 

Bishop Newton, after making some observations 
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em itg- cif will Mil cf tiioee wiio sopfMirt sodi an in- 
terpRa»».fwufe, - tint BUiopLkml not only 
i^ientood the praphenriD tUs mmimer, but what 
is vevT FCBSiiaUe. ■nde the sppfieatioB eren be- 
ftwe the evcmt took pface. and upon tfaiB gnHmd, 

iiiugti. mbiKtcr of the Vandois, 
Joidan. to retmn home, amd rv- 
fwmmv iif Ltari At fnff^l meta ^ its ddiveramee 

Writos^ how^'vcr, of e<|iiad aothoritY, ecMtsider 

tkit there aie discrepancies whkh lender this m- 

terpretatkn inadmiaaMe. We shall not attempt 

to laT befofe the leader the Tarioos aigmnaots 

that hare been adraneed on both ades of this con- 

tioireited subject ; &r leas, T^itnre an c^inion <^ 

our own. It is more than probable, that in this 

p eiae c uti on. the yophecy obtained a partial, thon^ 

incomplete fnlfihnent, and that, in the words of 

Newton. ** it maj {Jease an OTemding provid^ice 

so to diqmee and order erents, that the calamities 

and afflicti<Mis of the Church may in some measure 

ran paraQd one to another, and ,all the former 

effiyrts of that trrannieal and p^^ecuting power 

called the beast, may be the types and figmies of 

his last and greatest efibrt against the Witnesses.'*^ 

— IHsBertatitms on the Profkecies^ p. 567. 



Since the period of the persecution which we 
have attempted to illustrate in the preceding nar- 
rative, the Vaudoia Church has continued to enjoy 
for upwards of a century and a half, a season of 
comparative outward tranquillity. Arnaud was 
not 8uffered_long to taste the sweots of that domes- 
tic bliss, whose visions had animated and consoled 
him in the midst of his arduous struggles. That 
providence would grant a peaceful termination to 
his declining years, was the earnest prayer of the 
grateful people who regarded him, under provi- 
dence, ae their deliverer : — and had liis royal maa- 
ter been actuated by principles of gratitude or of 
honour, he would gratefully have responded to 
their wishes, and made honourable provision for 
one whose prowess had so materially contributed 
in restoring him to Ins hereditary' dommione. But 
he was not permitted to close his eyea in " the 
land of promise;" — his paternal anxiety to adjust 
some unhappy differences that had arisen among 
Ilia brethi'en, relative to the division of their old 
possessions, was coustmed by the invidious enemies 
of his faith into an attempt to form an independent 
republic ; — a price was set upon his head — and in 
1709, at the advanced age of seventy, he iied in 
disguise, never again to return to his native valleys. 
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Xotwhlistaadii^ presdng inntationB firom Wil- 
fiam IIL, Queen Anne, aod Prince Eug€9ie, to re- 
■dc St Ham Coartc, and the most flattering pn>- 
wmn of honoorable proridcm, he preferred the 
kimUe taek afpatttr, to all thai courts or princes 
coold offer ; and as eoon u be had §«4Ued tlu> af- 
fmn of tbe ^Mrteinberg colonies, he tuok up his 
abode in the midsl of ihem, in the Tillage of SchoiH 
berg, wbere he fulfilled the dutit« of his office for 
the remaining twc^Te vears of his life : in this bo? 
oluioo he wnC« ~ La Bentree tiloriease,'" and soma 
otber raenwin which have never been printed. 

The gnat desthutioa to which the Waldensea 
were reduced upon tbeir rctam to the valWs, ex- 
cited a ^tirit of onireraal sjinpathy among the Pro- 
t state* of Europe : and William and Mary 
r contribated L.500 per annum, for the 
relief and support of their clergy. This midifi- 
oent benefaction continued till the year 1797, when 
the triumphs of Xapoleoa uppeuded Piedmont to 
the Freuch dominions, and the annuity From Eng- 
land was withdrawn. Their new master ordered 
them to be enrolled with the national clergy of 
France, and lands were allotted for their mainte- 
nance, which neldcd to each of the pastors a year- 
ly income of 1000 francs. 

At the termination of the war in 1814, Wilber- 
foroe found in the cause of this oppressed people. 
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an object worthy of his enlarged philanthropy; 
and dt'voted hia influence to obtain a. renewal of 
the grant. His efforts, however, proved unsuccess- 
ful, but by the exertions of Dr Gilly, the unwearied 
friend of the Alpine Protestants, whose name is 
now a houseliold word in the remotest hamlets of 
th«r secluded glens — it was restored in 1827; and 
they are now in the receipt of L.277 annually from 
the British Government, one third of which is ap- 
propriated for the relief of widows and superannu- 
ated pastors, and the remainder is divided among 
the thirteen regular ministers of the vaUeya. Be- 
sides this, L.292 from the English Society for 
Propagating the Gospel, is annually transmitted to 
them, being the interest of L. 10,000, collected 
under the patronage of George III. 

Although the storm of open persecution, how- 
ever, has for a long period been hushed, they are 
still a suffering people— cruelly bm-dened with civil 
and religions disabilities. The spirit of Victor 
Amadeus still haunts the royal palace at Turin ; 
and the age when confessors, not monarchs, were 
wont to sway the imperial sceptre, seems not yet to 
have passed away. They are interdicted from 
holding offices of public trust — from practising aa 
physiciana, advocates, or notaries ; formerly they 
were allowed the privilege of purchasing land ie- 
jfond the limits of thdr valleys ;■ now, however, not 
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only is this denied them, but a heavior impost on 
property fsilhin the valleys is levied from a Protest- 
ant, than from a Koman Catholic purchaser. The 
iandjforwhich the latterpays a tax of seventy francs, 
is burdened to the former with a tax of a hundred., 
The consequence ia evident. The Protestanta 
being unable to contend with so heavy a disadvan- 
tage, are yearly suffering a diminution in the ex- 
tent of their territories, so much eo, indeed, that 
in a short time it is to be feared their scanty limits 
will prove insufficient for the maintenance of aa 
overcrowded population. They aro disqualified 
from holding any situation in the army above the 
rank of a scijeant : — they are compelled to abstain 
from all work on Boman Catholic f^te days : and 
even their ancient innocent pastimes and recresf 
tions, if not strictly prohibited, are at least so bur- 
dened with expensive regulations, aa to render 
their performance next to impossible. Their pas- 
tors aro not permitted to vindicate their own reli- 
^ous opinions, though these be openly attacked 
and misrepresented. A volume was lately issued 
from the press at Turin, from the pen of a Boman 
Catholic dignitary, in the shape of a challenge 
the pastors of the valleys, to refute the errors 
Romanism. The book remains unanswered — s 
why? Is it because these pious men want the 
power or inclination to cope with au adversary they 
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feel to be too formidable ! There is not a pastor 
from Rora to Rodoretto who is not ready to take 
up the gauntlet — ay, and able too, to demolish the 
flimsy Hophietry of the polemic. How oomes it 
then, that if provided with ammunition, they per- 
mit the stores of their arsenal to remain unem- 
ployed ? Let bigotry answer : — thsy dare not ! 
The price of a controversial triumph, however easi- 
ly won, would bo persecution, imprisonment, or ex- 
patriation. On the other hand, the natural con- 
clusion drawn by the Catholic population, from 
their silence in allowing this volume to remain «Ji- 
amwered, is that it ia unansieerable. The eldest son 
of M. Muston, pastor of Bobbio, was driven from 
his father's roof and his native valleys, for the 
heinous crime of publishing at Straeburg, a bistor}' 
of his Hufforing forefathers I 

So strict anil galling is the system of espionage 
adopted by their enemies, that even their private 
correspondence ia not unfrequently subjected to 
official scrutiny. A proposal was lately made to 
institute a correspondence between one of our 
home missionary societies, and the pastors of the 
valleys : — cheering as the sympathy of distant 
Christians would be to these secluded people, in 
the midst of their trials, they were obliged to ex- 
press their serious apprehensions as to the safety 
of entertaining the proposition — every suspicious 
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communication being seized and opened at tlie>l 
postroflice of Turin, and a heavy penalty annexed'! 
to the crime of holding parley with heretics ! 

But what appears to a stranger the most iutole^l 
rant act of oppression, is their being compelled tar J 
render an external homage to the popiah oere«4 
monies. A striking instance of this was witnes»-j| 
ed last autumn in one of their communes. At the'i 
conclusion of the Sabbath-mo ming service, the 
olergjinan happened to be in his garden, with some J 
of his anciens (elders.) when a Oatholio procesaioiL I 
approached. As it passed along, they all stood un- 
covered, and it was mentioned by the pastor, that I 
the failure to comply with this exacted homage,. , 
had, on one occasion, subjected his uncle to no less ' 
than twenty-four journeys to Turin, besides the 
forfeiture of a large sum of money. 

A few years ago, a lofty barricade was erected 
in front of the Protestant church at St Giovanni, 
in order to prevent the impious services of its con- 
gregation, from disturbing the devotions of the 
worshippers in the adjoining Bomish sanctuary ! , 
The effects of time and weather, — not any abate- 
ment of their intolerance, — has now so far effected 
its demolition ; and the Catholics have been con- 
tented with the erection of an enormous screen in 
the interior of the " temple," to drown the un- 
hallowed melody .' Often ia tlie Protestant pastor 
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obliged to pause in the middle of the servicoB, Id 
coneequenoe of interruption by popish ceremonies, 
which seem to be enrefully contrived on such prin- 
ciples aa may most conduce to the annoyance of 
the neighbouring worshippers. And strange 
ebullitions of piety, oertaiuly, they are ! a bui^ 
lesque on the very name of devotion ! Not to re- 
fer to euudiy other of their accompaniment^ it 
may bo mentioned, that a most sacred part eon- 
siste in the discharge, at stated intervals, of eome 
pieces of cannon, which are inserted in the ground 
with their muzzles pointing to heaven. And thig 
within afewyardi of the Protestant okurch! 

Amid great outward oppresflion, however, and 
many heavy disabilities, there is much that is 
cheering in the present condition of the Walden- 
aian valleys. Within these few years, the bless- 
ings of education have been widely extended. 
This is to be attributed not a little to the muniG- 
ootice of Colonel B ■, an Englishman, resident 
on the spot, who, in addition to the interest he 
has exhibited in many other schemes of local be- 
nevolence, has provided more particularly for the 
wants of the rising generation, — there being 
scarcely a cun^mme but contains, in its village 
school, a monument of his Ghristioo philanthropy. 

It was formerly necessary for the young men 
who were preparing for the muiiatry, to receive 
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their education at the colleges of Geneva or Lau- 
sanne. Besides the other untoward influences to 
which the removal from their native valleys sub- 
jected theae youthful mountaineers, it was scarce- 
ly to be expected that they could escape altogether 
mjcontaminated by the rationalism and Sociniaiw 
ism, which are so fearfully withering the ChriBtian> 
ity of Switzerland. The establishment of a native 
college, however, where they receive their elemen- 
tary education, has added another to the many 
noble exertions of Dr Gilly in behalf of the Vaii- 
doia ; and they may consider themselves fortunate 
in having such an individual as M. Bevel, the pro. 
fessor, to superintend the training of their futi 
pafitors. 

It may he mentioned, as a proof that 
martyr's spirit still slumbers in the bosoms of thi 
Waldenaes, that, when an attempt was 
some years ago, by one of their pastors, to amal- 
gamate the corrupted doctrines of the Geneva 
church with the " purity of the faith delivered to 
the saints," the attempt produced an instant recoil 
on the part of the humble peasantry, who refused 
to "touch the unclean thing," and many of whom, 
amid cruel mockinge and domestic persecution, 
held meetings for religious worship, like their fore- 
fathers, among their dena and caverns. But now 
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that puasing cloud has vanished, and hm been 
succeeded by a cheering aunshine. In the parish 
of St tiiovamii, where the differeneeB oiiginated, — 
since a memorable Sabbath when its pulpit wan 
filled by Felix Neff, " the Apostle of the Alps,"— 
a r-.'vival liaa been steadily progreeaing, not un- 
worthy of being numbered among those, with 
which the Great HuabaDdnmn has of late been re- 
freshing deaolate spots in hia rincyard throughout 
Christendom. M. Meille, the former pastor, who. 
sinking under a load of years, has been obliged to 
resign hia more active duties to a younger disciple 
of the cross, is watching with paternal interest 
these cheering symptoms of spiritual life ; and to 
the heavenly mind of this devoted saint, there 
aeema to be " no greater joy than to see his chil- 
dren walking in the truth." No spectacle can be 
more delightful than tu witness the aged patriarch 
seated on Sabbath morning among those to whom 
for long he dealt out the bread of life, and in whom 
be now beholds all his fondest hopes and ardent 
prayers fulfilled. 

This very awakening, however, has been the 
signal for heaping fresh disabilities on the pious 
mountaineers. Since the day to which we have 
referred, an edict has been issued, prohibiting any 
'Jtrangor from preaching within the limits of the 
valleys; and expatriation hangs suspended over 




194 APPENDIX. 

the head of the paetor. who wouhl dan.- thus to 
throw open hie pulpit ! 

On the whole, the Wuldenee^ possess cl&inu 
on the Bympathies and interest of the Christian 
world, not lesH on account of their pa^t than of 
their present condition ; and their little fairy land 
still nurses within its bosom those, who have not 
forgotten the cost at which their Protestantiem 
W8M secured, to them, and who are as ready as 
ever, if need be, to assert their spiritual liberties. 
We are not prepared, indeed, to subscribe to 
glowing paneg)'rics of some enthusiastic travellerajf 
who have attributed to them a perfection which 
never can belong to hmnanity, as if theirs were 
some isolated spot to which fabled virtue, when 
she left mankind, bequeathed her mantle. The; 
are the mistaken, not the real friends of that pi 
mitive people, who would arrogate for them a' 
purity which is not mortal, exciting expectations 
which, when they come to be tested by actual ob- 
servation, will be sure to disappoint. That there 
are blemishes in their character, lights and 
shadows in the picture, no one who hoe had an 
opportunity of mingling in their society will be dis- 
posed to deny. But when, we take into eonsidera^ 
tion the disadvantages under which they labour, 
the privileges of which they are deprived, the con- 
tagious influences to which they are exposed, wa 
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cannot fail to regard this > simple-minded race as 
still continuing, what for ages they have been,— one 
of the Kving wonders of the world; and their 
valleys a little ocms^ which appears all the brighter 
and lovelier from its contrast with the dreary wil- 
derness around it. 



THE END. 
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